Varg Vikernes "Perþ" (fairy tale)


I

Once upon a time, in another world and another place out there in space.

I was young and curious, sought and searched for answers to the most unbelievable questions. I grew up in a noble family and was educated to become a knight. I traveled far and searched for honour and fame - like all knights do. I found both, but I never found happiness. There was too much injustice and cruelty out there for me to be happy. It is only the fools who are happy.

Famous and honoured as I was, I thought it my duty to end all injustice in the world. I knew it was the gods who were behind this and therefore decided that I should find them and crave answers to why they were so cruel and unfair. Why they let young boys get cut down on the fields of battle; why they let innocent infants die of disease in the crib; why they let plague and sickness ravage; why they let some live like slaves their whole life, only to die filthy and old in their beds. Why were they so cruel?

With my big headed ego I therefore one early morning trampled down to the most wise man in my home-town. I hammered impudent on the door with an iron glove and announced loud and clear that I wanted his service.

"Where are the gods?"

He was (dressed in a nightgown) astonished, not only by my bearing, but also by my question.

"Where are the gods?"

He repeated my question to himself. He pointed towards the heavens and said:

"There!"

"But I want to talk to them. I have a question for them. Are they never here on earth?"

"It is a long time ago since the gods wandered among us."

He bade me indoors and his servant (who also had been aroused by the commotion) served us food and drinks.

"There once was a time when the gods themselves wandered on earth. They descended from the heavens in their shining wagons and altered everything that existed. Mankind was destroying the whole world. They had burned or cut down all the forest, they had fished all the fish in the sea, they had killed all the animals that existed and the soil which they grew grain on was emaciated. There were too many humans, and all had become bandits. The smoke from the chimneys polluted the rain and made it dangerous to drink. The ocean, lakes and rivers died. The growth and plants, birds and animals that were not already dead because of the humans died too. Even the humans got trouble with breathing the air, which because of the funeral pyres was thick and heavy.

The gods therefore descended to make order. To give life back to our planet. They burned the cities and slaughtered humans in tens of thousands. Lightning and flames rained down upon the fleeing masses. The sea washed up on the land and pulled humans back with it into the deep. The wind blew them away and crushed them against the ground. Mountains collapsed, some over the cities. The whole world lay in ruins. Ashes, mud and rocks, sea and glowing lava had covered everything. Only vestiges of the old world peered over it.

The gods then created a new world and let some people from the old world live there, but to prevent that the humans again demolished the earth they placed Guardians among them. Thereafter the gods traveled back to the heavens. No one has seen them ever since."

"But I must speak with the gods. I must meet them"

"Then you must speak to a Guardian. Find a Guardian. Perhaps he can help you?"

"Where are these Guardians? How may I get a hold of them?"

That I do not know. They are invisible. They only see, they can not be seen."

Once again I ventured out in the world, not to win honour and fame, but to confront the gods with their wrong doings. I intended to march into Valhalla itself and point accusingly at Odin, while I put forth my allegations, questions and criticism. "Why are you so unfair and cruel? Why!?" Very content with my noble goal I therefore left to find a Guardian. I searched high and low, in old ruins from the old world, in high towers and deep caverns, in murky forests and over wild seas. There were no Guardians to find. No one who knew where the gods were. No roads ascending to the heavens.

I was traveling for many years. One follower after another felt down. Some were killed in combat against goblins and trolls, dragons and bandits, other fell like rocks down from high mountains and walls, some were victims of plague and sickness, others just died. I do not even remember anymore how and why they all died. There were so many in the end. My anger only increased. My aggression towards the gods only accelerated in strength. They did not even care to give me an answer!

In the end I lay there on the ground myself, wounded and dying. Exhausted and weary, dejected and in despair. It all had been without meaning. Without a solution. Without an answer. Without a cause. It all was going to end in the mud, where I lay. Bloody and vile. Alone among dead humans that I soon were to join.

It was then that I saw her. A fair being on a white horse. Smiling, almost laughing, she slowly rode towards me. My vision was double, the horse had eight legs. She laughed at me:

"Hold on if you can."

I did not understand what was happening, everything was so unreal. But, somehow I got up on my legs, and suddenly I was sitting there behind her on the horseback. The horse galloped away as soon as I got a grip around her. In my condition it was not easy to gather everything that happened, but it seemed as we were riding upwards, upwards and ever upwards. Towards the heavens. I clenched to hold on. It went so fast. After a while I hung in a vertical position after the horse. The hands clenched around the hips of the fair woman, but I lost the grip ever more. I cried out. In despair, but also with the hope that she would help me. But she did not help me.

"Hold on if you can."

She nearly grinned it to me again, teasing. There was no compassion, no help. Nothing. I screamed and screamed. I lost my grip around her hips and slid slowly backwards, with my fingers at the horses back and behind. In the end I hung after the horse's tail. Straight out behind it, on its wild race over the heavens.

Everything was silent. There was no other sound but my own screams, and the woman's teasing "Hold on if you can" that rung back and forth in my head. It was not cold, nor warm. I was no longer heavy in my body, but nor was it light. Time somehow stood still. We only rode towards the light up there. Silently. I do not know how long it all lasted. The light enclosed us entirely after a while and the horse began riding downwards again. But I could not endure anymore, I had no strength left. I could not hang on anymore and let go. No! No! No!

But suddenly there I was. I had let go even as we landed. I lay on the ground. The horse stood there. The woman - still smiling and teasing. More fair men and woman assembled. They were so light they shined. Not fair as us, but even lighter.

"Bring him here" I heard one of them say.


II

"Where am I?" I heard myself say. I was in the process of waking up. There was somebody there.

"You have arrived" said a voice.

I opened my eyes and saw that I was in a large room. The walls, the ceiling, the floor and furniture were all white. Soft and white. Comfortable white. The sheet was also white. A fantastic beautiful woman stood there with a clever smile. "I shall announce that you are awake" she said and left the room.

My mail coat, sword and gloves, pants and everything else I had brought lay beside the bed on a white stool. Newly washed and cleaned, repaired and in good condition. I searched my body and understood that it as well had been repaired. The wounds were healed. There was not even a scar to see, and no bandages.

The door opened again and a woman peeked in. "You may come now" she said. "Get dressed and come out." I wanted to ask her how long I had slept, but she was too fast and closed the door. I dressed and remembered why I was here.

Outside the door a corridor led me down to a large door. The woman that escorted me said to me that "Now you are here." As if she new why I was here. I swallowed heavily and braved myself to knock on the door. She smiled at me as I peeked at her uncertainly. "Come in" it sounded. What else could I do?

A vast hall opened itself before me. Straight ahead there was a large throne, wherein Odin himself sat. Around him sat and stood many other gods, in a crescent towards me. They were all fair and wonderful, tall and healthy. They had no faults. No visible flaws. Some bore serious facial expressions, other smiled at me. Even Odin smiled too. "Now, what does this young sir want?" he said with a false sounding strict voice. He still smiled. I felt rather small where I stood. My great ego was suddenly not that great anymore. My great self-confidence was suddenly not so great anymore.

"Well" it nearly peeped out of me.

"According to my papers you have an accusation towards us" said Odin, and demonstratively flipped through some papers. He acted irritated, but even so gave me a feeling of security and confidence. Nothing could go wrong here. Here was nothing to fear. I was safe.

And so it came, the accusation. In detail. I told about how unfair life was for some people, how cruel for others, how undeserved certain people found happiness and how undeserved others did not. I spat out one accusation after the other to a patient gathering of gods, and ended my prosecution with a why!? Odin was not stirred. Nor any of the other gods seemed stirred.

"You ask us hard questions. To answer them I must know what you already know about earth and life on earth. For example, do you know whence the humans come?"

"Yes I do. We are your children. We are the children of the gods."

"And whence do you think the water spirits come, or the fairies and dragons, goblins and trolls?"

"I do not know."

"Let me tell you a story" said Odin. "A long story, that you might not understand."

"Try me." I had won back my self-confidence.

"There was a time when neither goblin nor troll, dragons or fairies existed. Only men and animals, only plants and mountains, ocean and heaven. Mankind had wagons to pull themselves, they had tamed vast birds that flew about in the wide world. They had dwarves forge them food, so they needed neither fields nor farmers. They raised towers that nearly reached the sky, and delved caverns so deep the flames from the inner earth came out and burned them. Ashes and smoke poured out and enveloped the cities. The animals got lost in the darkness of the smoke. The fish in the sea drowned. Birds fell as rain from the heavens, gaunt and lifeless - some with humans on their backs. Plants decayed and the earth was no longer fertile. Mankind had forgotten the gods"

"It was then that you descended and destroyed the old world?" I interrupted.

"Yes, it was then we had to descend and destroy the world of men. Because they had forgotten why they were on the earth and why they were humans. They had forgotten what they were to become and who's children they were. They married animals and had children with them. In the end there were almost no humans left; they had all mixed with animals. Only some few people were left, but also these lived like animals. It was but a matter of time before all our children would completely disappear. We had to intervene."

"But with so much cruelty? Did you have to let mountains fall over the cities? Did you have to let the ocean swallow the human masses? Did you have to let the flames burn those who were left? I have myself seen towers from the earliest times, that jag up from the earth. They are still black with soot on the inside. How many had to die?"

"It is often that someone must die so that others may live. The earth is created for our children, for humans, and all other creatures, animals and plants, fish and fowl, everything is created by us for the humans. So that man could live and grow. It was us who created the earth, it was us who placed her where she is now, between the warmth of the sun and the chill of space. We do with our creation as we want. What we have created we have the right to destroy as we see fit."

"But what about men? What about your own children? Have you no concern for them, no compassion or good wishes?"

"Children are unruleable. They often do what they themselves want, and not what their parents ask them to. What we did was to save our last surviving children from extinction, by forcing them to live differently. By forcing them to live like they should. By forcing them on to that road that leads ahead. By forcing them on the right road. We took some of the animals and from them we created new species and races. We created trolls, large, strong and stupid, to force men to fear the forest. We created goblins to give them something to varnish themselves on. The goblins are uncomfortable when they think, they therefore prefer the fight, because then they do not need to think. They hate the humans because they are themselves fallen humans. They are ugly and small, dark and foul, violent and dangerous, stupid and unwitted. But they have a purpose, like trolls, dragons and other creatures they force men to noble deed. We replaced the old and sick world with a world that gave humans a chance to become something more."

"That does not explain why you let young boys die before they get the taste of the fruits of love! Why you let infants die of sickness in their cribs, why you..."

"Yes, yes" He interrupted me. "Yes, it does explain all this too. Mankind needs to be strong, to face future challenges it must be strong. Is it then so wrong to let the weakest die, so that in fact the rest has an opportunity to survive the future? If everyone were to live everyone would die. Now only the weakest die, so the rest may live. And how noble are not the youth that storm forth and crash down dead on the battlefield before they have even tasted the fruits of love? Would the rest of the world ever know how good blood their family had, if not these boys had proved it with their noble deed? Would their mothers ever get the chance to refine their consciousness without this loss of a son? Is not the good man a man who has taught himself to tackle pain and to be able to imagine others'? Women's tears are like red gold; her pain refines her consciousness.

All the pain and suffering, all the hardness we put you through is to your own good. Without this you would once again become low life, without this you would again let the stupid and weak decide the development of the world. Without war it is impossible to unveil the cowards, and because of that the cowards get as much to say as the brave if there are no wars. Man becomes coward, mixes with animals and forgets the gods and the creed of the gods. What are we then to do with men, we have after all created them for a reason. We have created them so they shall become better, not so they shall become animals.

Look around, look at us. We are your parents. We created you. We want like other parents that you shall become like us. Just as beautiful, just as intelligent, just as strong, just as good, just as honest, just as tall, just as fair, just as creative, just as brave. You can become what I am, but then you must do as I tell you to. You must understand the necessity of the tests we put you through. No beauty comes without pain. No strength comes without hardness. Nothing noble spawns without misery."

"But why have you not told this to us? How was I supposed to know that everything that happens, no matter how gruesome and unfair it may seem, has a meaning?"

"It has no purpose. That you must understand yourselves. That is a part of our goal with you, that you shall learn to think for yourselves. You must understand on your own, without us having to tell you what is right or wrong. You have our blood; listen to the voice of the blood, listen to your intuition. Those of you who understand will guard the others, tell them what is right and wrong, and see to it that development happens as it shall."

"Is that your Guardians? But where are they? Where are these Guardians? I have sought them for years, but never found any!"

"Are you sure about that? The whole time you have searched for something you have had with you all along, in your own baggage. You must understand that you are a Guardian. A Guardian of life, a Guardian of the children of the gods. A Guardian of customs. A Guardian because you react to what is unfair and gruesome, a Guardian because you dare to travel up here, all alone, even to the gods to ask questions about our treatment of human kind. We can feel safe when we know that men are cared for by such as you, you will watch over them. You wish the best, not only for you, but for all of humanity. You will fight for people who would rather see you dead. You will fight for somebody who would fight to come first in line when you were to be stoned or hanged. You will fight for somebody who does not even deserve to lick your boots clean. But, albeit you will fight for them. You will fight because your own spirit says to you that; "forgive them, they do not know what they are doing". It is not their fault that they are like this, but you know that it is your responsibility to make their children to become something more - and then you must also fight for them. One can not hate a plant because it can not grow in dry sand, but one can take its seeds and plant them in fertile soil.

The female Guardians are too proud to defile themselves, the male too proud to lust for defiled women or others' wives. All the Guardians are noble, and always grow more noble as their lives stride forth. Some even crave answers from the gods, when they see the sufferings of man. And some get answers. Like you have today. The best of them become gods themselves, get to enter our halls and live with us like equals."


III

This was what I remembered. After this I had been led back to my room. I became sleepy and laid down to sleep. I was back in the mud, still just as battered and dying. But a young maiden had heard my cries and her parents came to my rescue. I survived. I got to live.

Oft I wonder if it all just was a dream, a dying man's delusions, but it hits me anyhow that they were totally right. The gods told me what was right. I got a whole new perspective on life, and I hope also that others will learn from what I have told. You can not smell what I smelled when I was there, you can not see what I saw, you can not know how my travel to the heavens was - but you can try to imagine.

And so it was that I found a guard in the end, that could show me the path to the gods and explain to me why the world was like it was. Why the old world had to end and be replaced with a new and a more healthy one. How you in your world got a hold of my story I do not know, and neither do I know how your world looks like, but I hope my story may help you know what you are going to do with and what you are going to do in that world you live in, so that man may prosper, grow and thrive in accordance with nature and the laws of the gods.
Varg Vikernes  Translated by Vidar Ermesjø
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Foreword
Originally this booklet was a result of correspondence between the VHF and the NHF. Since the list herein might be interesting to others as well the VHF took the initiative and made a booklet out of this information.

This booklet contains most of the names in Norse-Germanic mythology and their English translation (and the Norwegian version of the names and some old Germanic versions as well). To understand the meaning of the myths we often have to know what the different names mean. When we know what the names mean it suddenly becomes clear to us that the myths are far deeper and more meaningful than they first appear to be.

The translations of the names have been made with the help of different dictionaries, both Norse dictionaries and etymological dictionaries. There are additional meanings to the names as well, but only the most important meaning (in the mythological context) of each name has been included in this booklet.

I hope this list of names will prove useful to anybody who chose to venture deeper into our Norse-Germanic mythology, and thus our soil and spirit.
Varg Vikernes
Nîþarôusu, Þulá
Medio Sólmánaðr MM a.y.p.s.

ALPHABETIC LIST

 
Norse Name	Nordic/ Germanic Name	Norwegian Name	English Translation	Description	Other Meaning
Afi	 	Ave	Grandfather	The father of Karl	 
Ái	 	Åi	Great grandfather	The father of Trell	 
Alfr	 	Alv	Elf	Elf means river and eternal. The elves are originally river spirits, dark elves are the humidity in the soil	 
Algrøn	 	Allgrønn	All green/Always green	A mythical island	Atlantis
Álr	 	Alv	To nourish	Family father, son of Lofarr	Arose from the deep to become Elves
Alsviðr	 	Alsvid	Allknowing	The Horse who is pulling the Sun	 
Alvíss	 	Alvis	All-knowing (Elvis)	Name of Dwarf	 
Amma	 	Amma	Grandmother	The mother of Karl	 
Andhrímnir	 	Andrimne	The tests of the spirit	The cock in Valhöll	The warrior gets his strength through strife
Andlángr	 	Åndlang	Long Spirit	The second heaven	 
Andvari	 	Andvare	Careful Spirit	Fish	 
Ánnar	 	Ånar	The Second	The second husband of Nátt	 
Árvákr	 	Årvåk	Aware	The Horse who is pulling the Moon	 
Ásaheim/ Ásgarðr	 	Ásaheim/Åsgard	The Home of the Æsir	The higher worlds	Our Solar System
Askr	 	Ask	Ash (tree)	The first man	 
Áss (pl. Æsir)	Ans/AnsuR	Ås (pl. Æser)	Mouth, divine utterance, blow, spirit, rivermouth	Connected to the sound of water (running rivers, waterfalls, etc.)	 
Auðhumbla	 	Auðhumbla	Unused Soil (Auð-), empty darkness (Auð and bla) twilight and sea (-hum-)	The First Cow	The darkness ruling before life is created
Aurboða	 	Aurboda	Dizzy Announcement	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Aurgelmir	 	Aurgelme	Draught of Mud/Soil	(Other name for Ymir)	 
Austr	Austrôn	Aust	East(ern)	The Goddess of the summer	Female equivalence to Baldr
Baldr	BeldegiR	Balder	The end of life/the day	God of Light and Goodness	The meaning of life
Baugi	 	Bauge	Ring/Ticket you pay for killing someone	A giant	Suttungr's brother
Bergelmir	 	Bergelme	Draught of Seed	Son of Þrúdgelmir	The Seed of nature, surviving the Ragnarok floating on the sea, or in the air - held up by the wind
Bestla	 	Bestla	The Best Blood	A Giant's Daughter	The best genetic material needed to give life to humanity
Bifröst	 	Bivrost	The trembling way	The rainbow	The bridge to Ásgarðr
Bil	 	Bil	Hesitation/Wound	A child	Change of the Moon (New Moon)
Björt	 	Bjart	Beautiful	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Blðúghófi	 	Blodughov	Bloody Hof	The other Horse of Óðinn (used by Freyr)	The sunset/Sunrise
Blíð	 	Blid	Friendly/Mild/Kind	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Boðn	 	Bodn	Warner	Container of the Mead	 
Bölþorn	 	Boltorn	Miserable Thorn	Giant, Bestla's Father	The genetic mass (all life-forms at the time)
Börr	Mannus	 	Man	 	 
Börr	 	Bor	Born and Son	 	 
Bragi	Bragiô	Brage	The best	God of poetry	Son of Óðinn
Brísingamen	 	Brisingamen	Fire-fun (or Fire-necklace)	The Necklace of Freyja	The fires we burn on Midsummernight along the coast and on top of hills and mountains
Brokkr	 	Brokk	Noise	Dwarf	The noise of metal-work
Brundr	 	Brund	In heat/Rutting	Freyja's second Cat	Side of Freyja
Búri	Tuisto	 	The number two (the one with two hands, the Sun)	Old name for Týr	The Sky God
Búri	 	Bore	Born	The first God	 
Byrging	 	Byrging	End	A well	 
Dagr	DagaR	Dag	Day	The son of Nátt and Delingr	The way those who work in the morning follow
Dagr	DagaR	Dag	Day/Lifetime	God of the Day	Son of Óðinn
Dáinn	 	Dåinn	Dead	A deer who eats from the tree	Wear of the brain through life
Dellingr	 	Delling	Fine/Splendid	The third husband of Nátt	 
Draupnir	 	Draupne	Dripper	The Ring of Óðinn	The spiritual birth of Man
Drómi	 	Drome	Delay	The second bond they tied Fenrir with	 
Duneyrr	 	Dunør	Dizzy fire	A deer who eats from the tree	Wear of the brain through life
Duraþrór	 	Duratroor	Faithful wild animal	A deer who eats from the tree	Wear of the brain through life
Durinn	 	Durin	Sleep	Dwarf Chieftain	The rested material
Dvalinn	 	Dvalin	Delay	Dwarf Chieftain	The material before it is allowed to make love
Dvalinn	 	Dvalin	Delay	A deer who eats from the tree	Wear of the brain through life
Edda	 	Edda	Great grandmother	The mother of Trell	 
Einherjar	 	Einherjer	The one who fight alone	Only those who dare fight alone (if necessary) are welcome to Valhöll	 
Eir	Êrôn	Eir	Peace/help	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Eldhrímnir	 	Eldrimne	The tests of the Fire	The kettle where the pig is cooked	The warrior gets his strength through strife
Élivágr	 	Elivåg	The eternal sea rhythm	The flow from Hvergelmir	The rhythm in the breath of the universe
Elli	 	Elle	Old Age	Old woman	 
Embla	 	Embla	Elmtree	The first woman	 
Fader	 	Fader	Father	The father of Jarl	 
Fenrir	Fanjarîhô	Fenris	Fire riding the field	Wolf	Son of Loki and Angrbóða
Fimbul	 	 	Mighty/big	 	 
Fjalarr	 	 	Board	Dwarf	 
Fjölvör	 	Fjølvor	Board-wave/sea	Mythical figure	 
Fjörgyn	 	Fjorgyn	Mountain and Throne of Life (f.)	Goddess of the Wilderness	 
Fjörynn	 	Fjorgynn	Mountain and Throne of Life (m.)	God of the Wilderness	 
Form	 	 	Form/Shape	 	 
Fornjótr	 	Fornyter	The first who possess	The father of the elements of nature	 
Forseti	Foraseta	Forsete	The Judge	God of Justice	Son of Baldr and Nanna
Freki	 	Freke	Greedy/Hard/Strict	Óðinn's Wolf	The Warriors need to be greedy (on wisdiom!), hard and strict to enter Valhöll
Freyja	Frijô	Frøya	Love (f.) (of a lover)	Goddess of the Woods	 
 	 	 	 	Freyja's red-golden Tears	The improvement of one's soul when one mourns the loss of loved ones
Freyr	Frawan	Frøy	Love (m.)	God of the Woods	 
Fríð	 	Fred	Peace	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Frigg	Frijô	Frigg	Love (of a mother)	Mother Earth, Baldrs mother	The civilized Earth (inhabited by humans)
Fulla	Fulna/Fulla	Fulla	The plenty and fulfillment (of Marriage)	 	A side of Mother Earth
Fylgja	 	Fylgja	Follower	Pockets of thoughts and emotions that follow us through life	 
Fylgja	 	Fylgja	Follower (protective spirit)	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Vörðr
Galarr	 	Galar	Sharp Sound	Dwarf	 
Gangr	 	Gange	Walk	A water Giant	The way the water takes
Gefjon	Gabi	Gevjon	Give away (for marriage)	 	A side of Mother Earth
Geirröðr	 	Geirrød	Spear-Fire	 	 
Gerðr	GardiR	Gerd	Field	Giantess	Wife of Loki
Geri	 	Gere	Perfect/prepared	Óðinn's Wolf	The warriors need to be prepared and perfect to enter Valhöll
Gersemi	 	Gerseme	Precious thing	 	Daughter of Óðinn and Freyja
Gillingr	 	Gilling	Hollow part of the ship	A giant	(Also the name of the key to Hel)
Gimmir	 	Gimer	The burner	The seventh heaven	 
Gínungagap	 	Ginnungagap	The wide, empty and treacherous space	 	Emptiness
Gjallarhorn	 	Gjallarhorn	The Horn of rumble	The Horn of Heimdallr	 
Gjöll	 	Gjall	Resound/echo	The river of death	 
Gjöll	 	 	Rumble	 	 
Gjölp	 	Gjålp	Fatten up	 	Daughter of Geirröðr
Glasir	 	Glase	Make marvelous	A bush growing near Valhöll	 
Gleipnir	 	Gleipne	The extinguisher	The third bond they tied Fenrir with	 
Gná	Gnah	Gnå	Reach	 	A side of Mother Earth
Greip	 	Greip	Grip	 	Daughter of Geirröðr
Gríðr	Griþ	Grid	Security/Peace-treaty	Gaintess	Mother of Víðarr
Gróa	Grôwan	Groa	Grow/Heal	 	Örvandill's wife
Gulltoppr	 	Gulltopp	Golden Top	Heimdallr's horse	 
Gullveig	 	Gullveig	Lust for Gold	A witch	The origin of War
Gungnir	 	Gungne	Swing	The Spear of Óðinn	The sharp thought
Gunnlöð	 	Gunnlød	Invitation to fight	A giant	Suttungr's daughter
Gunnþrá	 	 	War-longing	 	 
Gyllinburst	 	Gyllinbust	Golden hair (of Feathers)	Freyr's pig	The Sun
Hamingja	 	Hamingja	Luck	Pockets of thoughts and emotions that follow us through life	 
Hamingja	 	Hamingja	Luck	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Vörðr
Hamr	 	Ham	Shape/Outer form	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hamr
Hamr	 	Ham	Shape/Outer form	The Astral Body	Without Hamr we fall into unsubconsciousness
Hárbarðr	 	Hårbard	Tall, important rim	The name of Óðinn when he is on Algrøn	 
Hati	 	Hat	Hate	A wolf chasing the Sun	Destructive powers
Heiðrún	 	Heidrun	Secret Honour	The goat on Valhöll's roof	The Holy Mead comes from the secret warrior order of Óðinn
Heiðþornir	 	Heidtrone	Clear air and thorns	The first heaven	 
Heimdallr	Haimadalaþ	Heimdall	Counting our world	The God of Mercy	Son of Óðinn
Hel	Helan	Hel	Death	Goddess of Death (on Land)	Daughter of Loki and Abgrbóa
Helheimr	 	Helheim	The Home of Hel	The Lower worlds	The outer core of Tellus
Hermóðr	 	Hermod	Army-Bravery	Messenger of the Gods	Son of Óðinn
Himinbrjótr	 	Himmelbryter/ Himinbrjot	Heaven-breaker	Ox	 
Hlæráðr	 	Hlæråd	Obey your Spirit	The tree growing beside Valhöll	The holy inspiration of the spirit
Hlér	Laido	Hler	Sea	Another bane for Øgir	 
Hlér (Øgir)	 	Hler	Terror	The Element of Sea (Water)	 
Hliðskjálf	 	Hlidskalv	Opening (where one) shiver/tremble/shake	The Throne of Óðinn	The opening in the woods, where the ritual is performed
Hlíf	 	Liv	Life	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Hlífþursa	 	Livtusse	Giant Life	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Hlýn	Hlûn	Lyn	Prepare	 	A side of Mother Earth
Hlýrnir	 	Lyrner	Skylight, Sun and Moon	The sixth heaven	 
Hnitbjörg	 	Hnitbjerg	Rock nailed together	The home of Suttungr	 
Hnoss	 	Noss	Treasure	 	Daughter of Óðinn and Freyja
Hoddmímir	 	Hoddmime	Homeland/treasury of Memory	A water Giant	The Source of memory
Höðr	 	Hod	Hood	The blind God	Another side of Óðinn. The hood covers his eye(s)
Hønir	Hôniôn	Høne	(Chicken)	The Body of man	The Material Body
Hreggmímir	 	Reggmime	Memory of bad Weather/Storm	The first heaven	 
Hríðr	 	 	Storm/bad weather	 	 
Hrímfaxi	 	Rimfakse	Frost-horse	Nátt's horse	 
Hrjódr	 	Rjod	Spreader/destructor	The fifth heaven	 
Hróðrsvitnir	 	Hrodvitne	Honourable Wolf	Sköll's and Hati's father	 
Hrúgnir	 	Rugne	Hold together	Rock Giant	 
Hugi	 	Huge	Thought	Runner	 
Huginn	 	Hugin	Thought	Óðinn's Raven	The right side of the brain
Hugr	 	Hug	Thought/Soul/Lust/Mind	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hugr
Hugr	 	Hug	Thought/soul etc.	The Mind/soul	Without Hugr we fall into oblivion
Hvergelmir	 	Hvergelme	The one-year-old draught	A well in Niflheimr	The Lung of the universe
Hymir	 	Hyme	(see Ymir)	Giant	Father of Týr
Hyrrokkin	 	Hyrrokkin	Twisted fire	Giantess	 
Iðavöllr	 	Idavollen	The Field of ideas	The Council of the Gods	The Mind
Iði	 	Ide	Busy	A water Giant	The heavy Storm-clouds
Iðunn	Iþund	Idunn	Wave of Work	Daughter of Ívaldr/Ívaldi	The fruit-carrying plants
Iðunn	Iþund	Idunn	Shining wave (of fruit)	Goddess of Life	 
 	 	 	 	Idunn's Fruit	Anything eatable of the plant-world
Ífing	 	Iving	Doubt	A river surrounding Valhöll	The warrior needs to cross this to enter Valhöll
Ilmir	 	Ilm	Scent	Goddess of Flowers and Dreams	A side of Nanna
Ingi	 	Inge	To Love	Family father, son of Lofarr	Arose from the deep, to become Elves
Ívaldr/Ívaldi	 	Ivald	Go straight forward (blindly)	A Dark elf	The seed of plants, blowing with the wind
Jarl	EirilaR	Jarl	Earl	 	He is blonde, has blue eyes and is tall
Jarnsaxa	 	Jarnsaksa	Iron Scissors	Giantess	Mother of Magni
Jarngreipr	 	 	Iron glove	Þórr's Iron Gauntlets	 
Jörd	Erþô	Jord	Earth	Daughter of Nátt and Ánnar	The way those who work at night follow
Jörð	Erþô	Jord	Earth	Old name for Jörð	The Earth Goddess
Jörð	Erþô	Jord	Earth	The original Mother Earth, Þórr's mother	The Earth without humankind
Jötunheimr	 	Jotunheim	The Home of the Giants	The Middleworlds	The lithosphere and the atmosphere
Jötunn	 	Jotun	Hunger	The Matter	The matter of Earth is hungry for meaning (Spirit)
Kælinn	 	Kælin	Cosiness	Freyja's first Cat	Side of Freyja
Kári	 	Kåre	Wind	The Element of Wind	 
Karl	 	Karl	Peasant	 	He has red-brown hair, fair eyes and is tall
Kon	 	Kon	Of good family (King)	The son of Jarl and the daughter of Hersir	 
Kvasir	Kwassôn	Kvaser	Squeezed	The best juice that was pressed out from all Gods	 
Lðúrr (later called Loki)	Laidian	Lodur	Stick together/Cause of movement	The Visits and Movement of Man	The Blood
Leiptr	 	 	Shining/gleaming	 	 
Lík	 	Lik	Corpse/Body	Freyja's attribute (the physical mating)	A part of Lík
Lík	 	Lik	Corpse/Body	The Physical Body	 
Litr	 	Lit	Trust and Colours	Dwarf	Is burned with Baldr
Ljósalfheimr	 	Lysalfheim	The Home of the Light Elves	The higher worlds	The atmosphere
Lofarr	 	Lovar	To promise/allow	Son of Dvalinn	The mating that make the mourished from possible
Lofn	Lub	Lovn	Permission	 	A side of Mother Earth
Logi	 	Loge	Flame	The Element of Fire	 
Logi	Luh	Loge	Flame	Eater	 
Løþingr	 	Løding	Delay/Reduction	The first bond they tied Fenrir with	 
Magni	MagnuR	Magne	Strength	 	Son of Þórr
Mánagarmr	 	Månegarm	Moon-eater	(Another name for Fenrir)	 
Máni	Mâno (Anglo-Saxon "Mona")	Måne	The measurer of Time	The Moon, son of Mundilfæri	Heavens Gift to Mother Earth
Mannaheimr/ Miðgarðr	 	Mannaheim/ Midgard	The Home of Man/The Home in the Middle	The Middleworlds	Animals and plants and the fertile soil
Mardöll	 	Mardoll	Sea-Disguise	 	The name for Freyja when she arose from the sea
Megingjörð	 	Megingjord	Strength-belt	Þórr's belt of Strength	The ring around the planet of Jupiter
Meili	 	Meile	Melee	God of chaotic Battle	Son of Óðinn
Menglöð	 	Menglød	Shining necklace	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Miðgarðsormr	 	Midgardsormen	The worm of the Middlefarm/World	Equator	Son of Loki and Angrboða
Mímir	Minþi	Mime	Memory	The Head Óðinn take council from	Our experiences
Minni	 	Minne	Memory	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hamr
Mjörðr	 	Mjød	Mead	The nourishment of the warrior	Is drunk from Skulls (the head)
Mjöllnir	 	Mjølne	The Crusher/Smasher	The Hammer of Þórr	Gravity
Moder	 	Moder	Mother	The mother of Jarl	 
Móði	Môd	Mode	Courage	 	Son of Þórr
Mökkralfi	 	Møkkurkalv	Cloud/Fog Island	Assistant to Hrúgnir	 
Mótsögni	 	Motsogne	Mark of a people	Dwarf Chieftain	The Father of Dwarves
Mundilfæri	 	Mundilfære	The Gift one can afford	Heaven	 
Munin	 	Munin	Memory	Óðinn's Raven	The left side of the brain
Múspellsheimr	 	Muspellheim	The Home of Light and Fire	 	The resting divine bosom
Múspellsheimr	 	Muspellheim	The Home of Light and Fire	The higher worlds	Space outside our Solar system
Naglfari	 	Naglfare	The road that is riveted to our lives (i.e. the way we follow)	Married to Nátt	 
Nanna	Nanþjan	Nanna	Comfortable work (women's work)	Goddess of Flowers	Nearness between humans
Náfri (Nári)	 	Narve (Nåre)	Groin-selection	 	Son of Loki and Sigyn
Nátt	 	Natt	Night	Daughter of Nörvi	 
Niðhöggr	 	Nidhogg	Dishonourable Attack/woodcutting	A worm that gnaws on the roots of Yggdrasill	Wear on the brain through life
Niflheimr	 	Nivlheim	The Home of Darkness and Fog	 	The resting divine thought
Niflheimr	 	Nivlheim	The Home of Darkness and Fog	The Lower worlds	The Inner core of Tellus
Njerð	NerþuR	Njerd	The place where the river meets the sea (f.)	Goddess of the Sea	 
Njörðr	NerthuR/ Nerþus	Njord	(The place where the river meets the sea)	A water God (Vani)	He is the fertile waters along the coasts, married to the wild Skaði, who naturally flows into him from the mountains (as a river)
Njörun	 	Njørun	The (female) spinner	Goddess of the scent of Flowers	A side of Nanna
Norn	 	Norne	Secret Warning/To Say	The Goddesses of Destiny	 
Nörvi	 	Norve	Consecrated to Death	The father of Nátt	The condition before the Sun was created. He dies when his daughter is born (Consecrated to Death)
Oðinn	Wuotan	Odin	Thought and Spirit	Son of Börr and Bestla	The Law(s) of Nature
Oðinn	Wuotan	Odin	Thought and Spirit	The Thought of life and Spirit of Man	Divine Spirit
Óðinn	Istwô (Wuotan)	 	In the East	Old name for Óðinn	His Eye (the Sun) rises in the East
 	 	 	 	Óðinn's Blue Cloak	The Air
 	 	 	 	Óðinn' Wide Hat	The Sky
Ódr	 	Od	Mind/Thought	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Önd
Óðrørir	 	Odrøre	The mover of the mind/Thought	Container of the Mead	 
Øgir	Ôgjan	Æger	The sea/Awe	Giant	 
Ölvadi	 	Ølvalde	The master of Beer	A water Giant	Water
Önd	 	Ånd	Spirit	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Önd
Önd	 	Ånd	Spirit	The Spirit	Without Önd we can not be creative
Örvandill	 	Ørvandil	Arrow/Stick	 	 
Röskva	RaskwaR	Roskva	Skilful/Brave	Þórr's servant girl	 
Ragnarök	 	Ragnarok	The beginning and the end of the Gods, as well as the meaning of the Gods!	The world's end and new beginning	 
Rán	RahnaR	Ran	Robbery	Goddess of Death (on the Sea)	Wife of Øgir
 	 	 	 	Rán's Net	The Waves of the Ocean
Ratatoskr	 	Ratatosk	He who runs about and give aid	A squirrel carrying messages from the eagle in the top to the worm at the bottom and back	The electrical signals in our brains, running back and forts through our nerves
Rígr	 	Rig	Ruler	Another name for Heimdallr	 
Rindr	Rinniôn	Rind	Channel in the Ice, leading the melting water	The Mother Earth during Winter, Váli's mother	She's not fertile, and resists Óðinn's love for a long time (until summer)
Sæhrímnir	 	Særmine	The tests of the Sea	The pig the warrior eats when in Valhöll	The warrior gets his strength through strife
Sága	Saga	Saga	Sage/Story	 	Wife of Óðinn
Sál	 	Sjel	Soul	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hugr
Sif	Sip	Siv	Family	Goddess of the Field and the Family	Wife of Þórr
 	 	 	 	Sif's Golden Hair	The Golden Cornfield
Sigyn	 	Sigyn	Sink	 	Wife of Loki
Sindri	 	Sindre	Sparkle	Dwarf	The sparks of metal-work
Sjöfn	Saknan	Sjåvn	Love (When you miss somebody)	 	A side of Mother Earth
Skaði	Skaþis	Skade	Damage	A water Giantess, daughter of Þjazi	The running water, wild rivers, caused by rain
Skaði	Skaþis	Skade	Harm	Goddess of the streams (and of the Moon)	 
Skatyrnir	 	Skatyrne	The first man	The ninth heaven	The first man came from outer space (the Gods are extraterrestrials)
Skiðblaðnir	 	Skidbladne	Wood moving like leaves	The Ship of Freyr	The Tree in the Woods/Forests
Skilningarhíminn	 	Skilningerhimmelen	Beautiful sky from far away	The third heaven	 
Skinfaxi	 	Skinfakse	Lighthorse	Dagr's horse	 
Sköll	 	Skoll	(Disparaging) Laughter	A wolf chasing the Sun	Destructive powers
Skuggi	 	Skygga	Shadow	The Shadow caused by Freyr's Sun (Gyllinburst)	A part of Lík
Skuld	SkoldiR	Skuld	Blame	The future	 
Skrýmir	 	Skryme	He who terrify/frighten	Giant	 
Sleipnir	 	Sleipne	Slippy/slide	The Horse of Óðinn	The Man performing the Ritual (his soul slides out of his body, like Sleipnir)
Sliðr	 	Slid	Awkward	 	 
Snotra	Snôutra	Snotra	Wise	 	A side of Mother Earth
Sól	Sôwlo/ Sîwila/ Sunniôn	Sol	Recharge	The Sun, daughter of Mundilfæri	Heavens Gift to Mother Earth
Són	 	Son	Sound	Container of the Mead	 
Suttungr	 	Suttung	New worry/disease	A giant	Gillingr's son or nephew
Svalinn	 	Svalinn	The Cooler	The Shield between Heaven and Earth	The Ozon Layer
Svartálfaheimr	 	Svartalvheim	The Home of the Dark Elves	The Lower worlds	2.900 km of magma (mesosphere)
Svöl	 	 	Cold	 	 
Sylgr	 	 	Drink/swallower of fire	 	 
Sýn	SegwniR/ SewniR	Syn	Denial	 	A side of Mother Earth
 	 	Syvmilsstøvlene	The sevenry-kilometer-boots	Loki's Boots	The thought travels very quickly (Loki is the God of Logic)
Þjalfi	 	Tjalve	Hold together	Þórr's servant	The worker
Þjazi	Þjafja/ Þapja	Tjatse	Noisy	A water Giant	The noisy rain
Þjóðvarta	 	Tjodvarta	To become a Nation/People	 	Mother Earth as a doctor
Þjóðvitnir	 	Tjodvitne	People-wolf	The fish swimming in Þundr and Ífing	The "common man", who is not able to cross the rivers
Þórr	 	Tor	Loyalty	God of Thunder and Rain	Son of Óðinn
Þrúdgelmir	 	Trudgelme	Strong Draught	Son of Ymir	The chaos of nature, the Ragnarök of nature in the creation
Þrymr	 	Trym	Thunder	Giant	 
Þul (Speech)	 	 	 	 	 
Þundr	 	Tund	Self-solemnity	A river surrounding Valhöll	The warrior needs to cross this to enter Valhöll
Trell	 	Trell	Thrall	 	He has dark hair and eyes, and is tall
Týr	Tîw	Tyr	Honor	God of War	Son of Óðinn
Uðr	 	Ud	Desolate/Deserted	Son of Nátt and Naglfari	The way we follow at night
Ullir	 	Ull	Wool	The God of winter	A son of Sif
Urðr	Wurþ	Urd	Honour	The past	 
Útgarðsloki	 	Utgardsloke	The end of the Outer (old) World	Giant	 
Valhöll	 	Valhall	The Hall of selection	The mentality of the elite warriors of Óðinn	 
 	 	 	 	The eagle bending his head above Valhöll	The proud must kneel before Óðinn (the spirit)
 	 	 	 	The Varg/Warg that is hung west of the door Valhöll	Those who break the laws of the spirit (the criminals) are hung
Váli	Wôli	Våle	Selection	"Survival of the fittest"	A son of Rindr (Winter)
Váli (Áli)	Wôli	Våle (Åle)	Selection	 	Son of Loki and Sigyn
Valkyrja	 	Valkyrje	(Those) who select the fallen ones	The thoughts of the warrior, and the female warrior	Only our own wish and will can bring you to Valhöll
Vanaheimr	 	Vanaheim	The Home of the Vanir	The Middleworlds	The sea, lakes and rivers
Vanir	 	Vaner	Water	Connected to water itself. The old Teutons listened to the sounds of nature, and got their inspiration from there.	 
Veðrfölnir	 	Vedfolne	He who calms down (bad weather)	A hawk sitting between the eyes of an eagle that is resting in the top of the tree	The thought that flies from mind
Véi	IngwaR (Wîha)	Ve	Loved one/Chieftain	Old name for Freyr	He is the beloved Chieftain, who performs rituals in the Holy Places (Véi)
Véi	Wîha	Ve	Holy	Son of Börr and Bestla	The Law(s) of Nature
Verðani	Werdani	Verdande	The coming present (time)	The present	 
Verðrhiminn	 	Værhimmelen	Weather-Sky	The first heaven	 
Vetmímir	 	Vetmime	The two of us remember	The eighth heaven	 
Véúrr	 	Veur	Holy rain	Name of Þórr	 
Víð (Forest/wood)	 	Vid	 	 	 
Víðarr	WiduR	Vidar	Wood	God of the (wild) Forest	Son of Óðinn
 	 	 	 	Víðarr's Boot	The Tree Trunk in the Forest
Viðbbláinn	 	Vidblåen	The wide blue	The third heaven	 
Viðfeðmir	 	Vidfedme	The wild embracer	The fourth heaven	 
Viðfinnr	 	Vidfinn	Wood-Sami/Lap	The father of Bil and Hjúki	 
Vilir	Weljan	Vilje	Will-power	Son of Börr and Bestla	The Law(s) of Nature
Vílir	IrminiaR (Weljan)	 	The Strong (will)	Old name for Þórr	He is the strongest of all Gods (the will)
Vímir	 	Vim	Turn(er)	River	 
Vindbláinn	 	Vindblåen	Blue wind	The first heaven	 
Vör	War	Var	Oath	 	A side of Mother Earth
Vörðr	 	Vord	Protector/Guardian	The Ætheral Body (Life-force)	Without Vörðr we become corpses
Yggdrasill	 	Yggdrasill	Terror Horse	The Tree of Life	The human brain
Ýlgr	 	 	The Howling	 	 
Ymir	 	Yme	Sound	The First Giant	The noise during the creation of the Sun and the planets


THE GODS OF FERTILITY

Norse Name	Nordic/Germanic Name	Norwegian Name	English Translation	Description	Other Meaning
Freyja	Frijô	Frøya	Love (f.) (of a lover)	Goddess of the Woods	 
Freyr	Frawan	Frøy	Love (m.)	God of the Woods	 
Njerð	NerþuR	Njerd	The place where the river meets the sea (f.)	Goddess of the Sea	 
Njörðr	Nerþus	Njord	The place where the river meets the sea (m.)	God of the Sea	 
Fjörgyn	 	Fjorgyn	Mountain and Throne of Life (f.)	Goddess of the Wilderness	 
Fjörynn	 	Fjorgynn	Mountain and Throne of Life (m.)	God of the Wilderness	 
The first pair is the fertility gods of the woods and the plowed fields, the second pair of the sea and lakes and rivers, the third of the wild lands and the unplowed fields. They are both male and female, as nature has two sides, as does creation.


THE CREATION OF MAN

Norse Name	Nordic/Germanic Name	Norwegian Name	English Translation	Description	Other Meaning
Oðinn	Wuotan	Odin	Thought and Spirit	The Thought of life and Spirit of Man	Divine Spirit
Lðúrr (later called Loki)	Laidian	Lodur	Stick together/Cause of movement	The Visits and Movement of Man	The Blood
Hønir	Hôniôn	Høne	(Chicken)	The Body of man	The Material Body
Without the spirit (Oðinn) man is evil (Loki), without the spirit and wits, man is stupid (Hønir)


THE STRUCTURE OF MAN

Norse Name	Nordic/Germanic Name	Norwegian Name	English Translation	Description	Other Meaning
Fylgja	 	Fylgja	Follower (protective spirit)	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Vörðr
Hamingja	 	Hamingja	Luck	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Vörðr
Hamr	 	Ham	Shape/Outer form	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hamr
Hugr	 	Hug	Thought/Soul/Lust/Mind	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hugr
Minni	 	Minne	Memory	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hamr
Ódr	 	Od	Mind/Thought	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Önd
Sál	 	Sjel	Soul	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Hugr
Önd	 	Ånd	Spirit	One of Draupnir's rings	A part of Önd
Lík	 	Lik	Corpse/Body	Freyja's attribute (the physical mating)	A part of Lík
Skuggi	 	Skygga	Shadow	The Shadow caused by Freyr's Sun (Gyllinburst)	A part of Lík
We make pairs of these ten sides of man
Lík	 	Lik	Corpse/Body	The Physical Body	 
Vörðr	 	Vord	Protector/Guardian	The Ætheral Body (Life-force)	Without Vörðr we become corpses
Hamr	 	Ham	Shape/Outer Form	The Astral Body	Without Hamr we fall into unconsciousness
Hugr	 	Hug	Thought/soul etc.	The Mind/soul	Without Hugr we fall into oblivion
Önd	Önd	Ånd	Spirit	The Spirit	Without Önd we can not be creative
Lík needs food, physical training and rest. Vörðr needs warmth, sleep, safety, joy and true love, but also cold, grief perils and negative emotions. Hamr needs creative development/display, music, art and dreams, but also silence, calm and emptiness. Hugr needs stimuli in form of mental work - where memory, the ability to concentrate and think is approved, but also mental rest. Önd needs deeper meaning and long-term planning and a super-individual perspective, but also contempt for earth and ruthlessness - to one self as to others...
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Albeit written in 1994 and published not until 1996, hence quite outdated nowadays, this book still remains an all-time classic. Varg Vikernes deals with the history and destiny of his native homeland - Norway - and appeals to his kinsmen to abandon the materialistic and antihuman "modernism" in favor of the ancient and heathen beliefs of their elders.
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These days, there are great uncertainty surrounding what Irminsûl really was, and what purpose this god-pillar served. We have learned that the Saxons worshipped Irminsûl as a god.

We know that they sacrificed to this pillar and held Things around it. However, the scope of our knowledge ends there. We are unable to learn more about Irminsûl by relying on modern books.

Varg Vikernes shares us his view on the meaning of Irminsûl (and it's Scandinavian counterpart: öndvegssûlur or the veraldarsûla), and outlines an interesting theory regarding The Big Bang, creation and ultimately the meaning of life itself.


Italiano

Translated from Norwegian by Vidar Ermesjø

I

These days, there is great uncertainty surrounding what Irminsûl really was, and what purpose this god-pillar served. We have learned that the Saxons worshipped Irminsûl as a god.

We know that they sacrificed to this pillar and held things1 around it. However, the scope of our knowledge ends there. We are unable to learn more about Irminsûl by relying on modern books.

The Saxons were a common name for a series of Germanic tribes residing in the northern region of what is now called Germany. Most likely, they received this name due to their use of some uniquely characteristic swords, which were called sax. This is a short, single-edged sword; or a large and heavy knife. The word saks [scissors] in modern Norwegian derives from this.

The binding factor among these tribes was a shared belief that Irminsûl was holy. They believed that without this pillar, the sky would come crashing down upon their heads. To show them that they were wrong, Karl2 cut down the tree in 772. The pillar fell, but the sky did not. The Saxons, during this time, had lost all of their chieftains. Karl had murdered approximately 5,000 Saxon chieftains by tricking them into attending negotiations unarmed.

The remaining Saxons subsequently gave up their fight against the Christians. However, the torch was then passed on to the tribes of Scandinavia. Thus we arrive at the era referred to as the Viking-ages today. This epoch witnessed the Scandinavians sailing out and battling desperately against the supreme Christian power.

The Saxons are portrayed as very primitive in modern films and books. Their religion consisted of worshipping a tree, which they called Irminsûl. They prayed to this pillar, sacrificed to it and danced around it. In movies, we see dirty, half-naked barbarians who knelt around the tree and howled in fear when it was chopped down. After that, they become convicted that Jesus is the right way, and allow themselves to be christened.

Such derogatory films and books about Irminsûl and the Saxons are - of course - created by Christians and Jews. I could write a bit about this propaganda tool and what purpose it serves, but it is probably unnecessary. I will simply say that these depictions are not born solely from their intentional, malicious dishonesty, but from genuine ignorance as well. For they have never understood what Irminsûl really was, or why this tree was so important to the Saxons.

Around the year 850, Rudolf of Fulda described Irminsûl as Universalis columna, quasi sustinens omnia3. The pillar upheld the world and prevented the sky from falling. Of course, this sounds ridiculous to modern man. We do not believe that the sky can come crashing down on our heads; but can it not?

To understand Irminsûl, we must shift over to the realm of modern science. One of the questions asked by science is, "How was the universe created? By a big bang?" Another question that has long been posed by science is whether the universe is expanding or contracting. It was in the 1960's that a Norwegian scientist first discovered that the universe was indeed expanding with increasing velocity. The universe will die due to its continual expansion. All the stars are moving farther a farther away from each other. At the end, their fuel will extinguish and the sky will darken for us.

The other theory depends on whether the gravitational pull will force the stars to retreat, so that they meet at a certain point again. Then a new Big Bang will occur and everything will happen over again.

Both these possibilities are described in the Germanic mythology. We learn that at Ragnarök "the sun will perish" and the "sky will darken", but also that "the sky can fall down". If we reformulate the words of Rudolph of Fulda regarding Irminsûl, we can interpret it as being a universal pillar, preventing objects from the sky - from space - falling down upon our heads. It all becomes more reliable and real to us.

The Saxons, as previously stated, constitute a name for a series of Germanic tribes. To understand what they believed in and what their symbols meant, we must investigate and compare them to other Germanic tribes and their beliefs and symbols. All of the Germanic tribes actually believed in the same thing. All had a common culture, religion and language, just as they shared a common genetic makeup.

We have no Irminsûl in Scandinavia. Not anything that even resembles it. At least, this is what the books tell us. However, again, I must remind you that these are written by Judeo-Christians with dubious motives. Even in the sagas, god-pillars make their appearance. Within Norway, in Setesdalen and Telemark, they lasted well into the 1700's.

Here in the north, we called these pillars öndvegssûlur (high-seat-pillars), and they often stood in pairs; one on each side of öndvegi (the high-seat4). Our name for Irminsûl was Veraldarsûla, which is "The World Pillar".

We know little about what Irminsûl looked like. It was either a large tree or a large pillar. The Scandinavian pillars, on the other hand, we know more about. They were cut out with faces on top of the pillars - a face for each pillar. Even when our forefathers built stavechurches later on, they built them with these Veraldarsúlur, and sometimes even with heathen iconography. When the Norwegians colonized Iceland, they threw the pillars overboard, and allowed them to decide where they would settle down. Where the pillars hit land, they would settle down.

The Scandinavian pillars were also adorned with nails; so called Reginnaglar (god-nails). Other names for these nails were Regingaddi (god-thorn) and Veraldarnagli (world-nail). These nails sat thorn-like on top of the pillars and pointed towards the sky.

The pillars that stood by themselves symbolized the thunder-god, Þórr (Thor). The ones that stood in pairs symbolized his two arms. One of Þórr's hands held the hammer; the other was just an empty palm. The metal nails on top of the pillars symbolized the lightning emitted from Þórr and his hammer.

The fact that Irminsûl is identical to our god-pillar is something we can see in its name. For the Germanics, the oldest known name for Þórr is actually IrminiaR. The name means "the great" and "the strong" and refers to Þórr enormous physical strength and willpower. Irminsûl is thus "Þórr's pillar".

Þórr with the hammer is known from our mythology as the god who always fights against the Jotuns and the Trolls. He wields his hammer and crushes their skulls one by one. Jotuns and Trolls are the uncontrollable forces in nature, that constantly threaten both gods and humans. Therefore, they must be tamed by Þórr with the hammer.

The force in our solar system that prohibits the sky from falling down on our heads is, first and foremost, Jupiter's gravitational pull. Had it not been for Jupiter, enormous meteorites would have crashed into Mother-Earth [mother Jörð] and extinguished all life ages ago. This is Þórr, and Jupiter's gravitational pull is his hammer. The uncontrollable forces in nature are the meteorites, which fare from the great beyond, unknown space - Jotunheimen.

In Roman mythology, Þórr with the hammer is the equivalent of Jupiter. The fact that Jupiter is the red planet explains why Þórr has a red beard in our myths. The rings around Jupiter are Þórr's belt of strength.

The pillar at the side of the high-seat is gravity, Jupiter's gravitational pull, which prevents the sky from falling down on our heads. It is what Þórr uses as a hammer to crush the skulls of Jotuns and Trolls, and that protect both gods and humans.


II

The oldest god in the Germanic mythology is Búri, known within the Saxons as Tuisto or Tuiscon. Our Þórr derives from this proto-god; in the same line as the other gods we have. The Germanic proto-god is pictured at rock-carvings with its two palms up towards the sky. One of the palms is the sky's Sól (Sun), and the other one is the night sky's Máni (Moon). When we say that the wolf eats the Moon, it is a reference to the myth of the Fenriswolf eating Týr's one hand. The natural manifestation of this is the lunar-eclipse. As with the other gods, Týr derives from Tuisto.

The thunder-god's two arms are also identical to Tuisto's two palms. One of them symbolizes Þórr's hammer; the other represents the Sun. This is the proto-god's role as Þórr. The hammer is the life-conserving force in the universe. The Sun, the life-creating force.

There are three proto-forces in the universe. We call them by many names:

Óðinn (Odin), Vílir (Vilje) and Véi (Ve);
Istwô, IrminiaR and IngwaR;
Óðinn, Lóðurr (Loki) and Hœnir;
Óðinn, Þórr and Freyr.

Óðinn's force is explosion, Þórr's force is gravity and Freyr's force is standstill. That is, respectively: expansion, implosion and the harmonic state of balance, that always come in-between the transition from the one force's dominance over the other forces - that is, balance between the two original proto-forces. Óðinn's force is that which throws the ball up into the air, Þórr's is the one which pulls it back down; and Freyr's the moment when the ball's velocity equals zero.

It is the universe that I am actually speaking of here, and if we change the word "ball" in the metaphor above to "stars", we get the rhythm of the universe. Óðinn is the big bang, which throws matter in all directions. Þórr is the force that tries to pull everything together again.

I have already said that the universe is expanding with increasing velocity. This is seen as proof that the gravitational pull is too weak to slow down the expansion of the universe. What these scientists forget is that if the force of the explosion is still active, it will still put force on the stars, so that they can accelerate. The waves from the explosion will lose their power and then the gravitational pull will take control, and the universe will again start to pull itself together - after a short moment of stillness. A moment when Óðinn's and Þórr's powers inflict an equal amount of force on the mass of the universe.

The difference between their powers is that Þórr's is constant. Óðinn's frequency fluctuates from enormous force, to nothing, until it again becomes enormous.

The second pillar, then, is the explosion, which we constantly, actively see in the Sun and the other stars. This is the eye of Óðinn and the creative force; which at one time created the universe in a violent explosion. The Big Bang!


III

The pillar, which is then, located in-between the two; between the hammer of Þórr and the eye of Óðinn, is the seat of the chieftain. The task of the chieftain is to lead the rites, in the sanctuary (Véi). He does this to keep the balance in his kingdom. He wants Þórr's rain, which falls to the ground due to the gravitational pull, but he also wants Óðinn's rays to shine at the fields. He wants peace, but also war. He wants wealth, but not too much - it only leads to decay. He wants balance. The reason for the negative in his kingdom is to increase the possibilities of the positive to do its work. He is to lead the tribe into progress.

This balance of Freyr is not constant. It constantly shifts forward and backwards. It is sun and rain, war and peace, winter and summer, women and men, work and rest, lucky and unfortunate. Together, Tuisto's hands work as the creative and the progressive force, which we here in Scandinavia call Élivágr. It is the universe's constant motion of a sea; the waves billow back and forth. It is the rhythm of the lung of the universe.
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Our world was created in co-operation between these three proto-forces. Between Múspellheimr (the stars) and Niflheimr (the frozen matter in space) there was Gínungagap (the void). The universe was resting. It was inactive. It was in a state of complete balance.

The universe woke after this rest of Freyr. Óðinn's force threw the mass out in all directions again. The stars began to melt the frozen matter in space when they met each other, out there in Gínungagap; in the void.

In Múspellheimr, there was the divine bosom, the explosion which gives new life to the universe. In Niflheimr, there was the resting divine thought, frozen. The ice melted and it became active again.

In Ragnarök, the opposite forces cancel each other out until only one force is left standing. Since the gravitational pull is constant, while the explosion only works over a limited time, gravity will always win. It will always, after a period of time, force the mass of universe together again.

The mark of this is the gods' preparation for Ragnarök. Óðinn has endeavoured to win the battle, even though he knows he will always lose in the end. He will always die, no matter how much force he puts into his explosion - because gravity is constant, while his own power, after some time, will cease to function. That, which is then to come, is the Jotun's destruction of our world. It is destroyed at that time when the planets and the stars are forced together into one point again. The sky falls down.

But the humans will return yet again. For Líf (the force of life) and Lífþrasi (the will of life) hides in Hoddmímis grove. There, they feed on the dew of the morning. When the universe again explodes, the ice will melt and the force of life will become active once again. No Ragnarök can destroy this treasure of the memory.


V

The universe is the lung of Tuisto, which rhythmically breathes, in and out. His brain is the thought that becomes frozen at the collapse of the universe. This thought becomes active again, when Tuisto breathes out, and lets Óðinn's explosion heat it up. Tuisto's thought then forms and creates a new and living universe.

Tuisto's thought directs his two round palms. The force of the explosion is in one of them, gravity in the other. One of them is the white hole of the universe, the other the black hole of the universe. With these, Tuisto can move around the celestial bodies, irradiate and increase or decrease them.

At each black hole, there exist so-called naked singularities. Besides these, there exist invisible holes in the universe, which we call wormholes. Here, objects may enter in order to exit at a completely different place in the universe; independent of both time and space. The exits of these holes are what we call white holes. The mass that was dragged towards the black hole (by gravity) hit a wormhole instead; where it bursts out the egress of the white hole with an enormous force.

Black holes will only get more massive, and will only gravitate more and more matter in the universe, until a hole becomes so big that it is capable of absorbing all other mass in the universe. This is where Irminsûl's role enters, because it is actually Tuisto, the god-pillar in the centre - the high-seat, that is supposed to balance the two other proto-forces. Tuisto's brain, the thought, can place wormholes inside the black holes, so that they empty in mass faster than they are filled up. Thus the one hand negates the other hand's actions, which results in balance.


VI

Eternal questions in connection with creation are: How were humans created? How was the first human created? Where, how and why? Neither science's coincidence-theory, nor the religion's god-creation are very realistic or believable scenarios.

In our culture, we have three alternatives, grossly. We have science, the Semitic religions, and our own Germanic theory. The first two, we learn of, whether we want to or not, when we are placed in school for brainwashing. Our own theory, on the other hand, is completely unknown. We have forgotten it.

I have reason to believe that our race may not have been created here on earth; rather it was recreated. Robots from another star may have been sent to create a human family here too. (If you wish for a detailed description of how this may have been done, check out my third book, EihwaR). I state that the most likely motive for this creation is that our racial brethren out there in space wish to immortalize themselves. That is not the whole truth though, because it does not explain why they would like to become immortalized.

The universe can be compared to a child leaping on a trampoline. The more powerful the impact with the trampoline is, the higher up the child reaches before it is then pulled down by gravity. That is why Odin builds Valhall and wishes to delay Ragnarök as long as possible. He cannot stop the end of the world, but he can delay it.

There is only one way of delaying the collapse of the universe, besides making the Big Bang more powerful, and that is by the help of black and white holes - that is, with the help of Tuisto's two hands. These two hands must be driven by Tuisto - by Irminsûl. This Irminsûl can thus, in theory, keep the universe expanded for eternity. With Tuisto's brain - the thought - wormholes can be moved, and white holes can "empty" the black holes that become too big. This way, the thought can manipulate the universe's mass for all eternity; depending on if this thought is powerful enough, and lives long enough to be able to do so. It must not become frozen and inactive again. Then the collapse and a new Big Bang will be inevitable.

Human beings have power of thought; we think, we create. The motive behind the creation of man is thus a few steps closer. We return back to mythology, and find that Búri's son, that is Tuisto's son, Börr/Mannus, had three sons; Óðinn/Istwô, Vílir/IrminiaR and Véi/IngwaR.

At first, three sons could create a world of Ymir, the first giant (the total mass). Tuisto himself could not, and neither could his son. The reason for this was that Tuisto's grandsons were a combined manifestation of the thought, Börr/Mannus, and the matter, Bestla. Bestla was a daughter of Bölþorn. These two later names mean respectively "the best blood" and the "imperfect thorn (matter)". In other words, Tuisto had to bind the best of the imperfect matter before he could create the world (of the humans).

Human beings are a combination of spirit and matter, of mind and body. The myth of Tuisto's three grandsons is a myth of the creation of man. It is actually the humans themselves who create the world. It is we who build and move around the celestial bodies. Our distant forefathers, if indeed they sent robots here to create us, were far ahead of us in development. They had the technology to send out very intelligent and independent robots. They had a technology far ahead of our own and quite superior in comparison.

Tuisto's thought, that which moves and uses white and black holes, is thus technology. It is only with advanced technology that we can influence the evolution of the universe. Mankind - that itself sit in the high-seat - is that force which can balance the proto-forces.

We cannot do this today, but we will be able to do so in the future - if our kin develop in a positive direction. We need to increase our thought-power, our intelligence; through eugenics and a culture which worships and emphasizes intelligence. This is thus an answer to why humans were created. We are Freyr, who sits in the high-seat, in between Tuisto's two hands, and whom our forefathers illustrated when they dragged wagons around the country displaying humans, who they said were gods (Freyr and his wife). They were right.
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How, or where, the first human being was created is a hard question to answer. Our mythology tells us that Óðinn, Lóðurr and Hœnir once walked along the shores of a beach. There, they found two samples of drifting wood that resembled them. They, respectively, gave them spirit and life; sense and motion; liquid and good colours, sight, speech, hearing and appearance. That is all we know; the thought bonded with the matter and put it in motion. How and where this happened will remain a mystery until further notice.

If we just keep our thoughts on why man was created, we will be able to comprehend why the universe was created which much more ease; and why we should try to keep it in a state of expansion as long as possible.

The child who is leaping on the trampoline would really not prefer to simply jump up and down; the joy of it is being able to drift in the air, or even better; to be able to fly! This is what we seek: to be able to hold the universe up in the air, to "fly" with the universe.

But why should we fly? Where are we going with the universe?

The basic goal of everything in this world is the search for improvement and development. This holds true for the fetus in the belly of its mother, for the post-birth human being, for planets and stars, for plants and animals - and for the universe, Tuisto's brain and lung. The development lies not in the universe's expansion, but in its existence over time. The universe must exist for some time to reach a new level of development, just as a child must live for some time to reach adulthood. The task of man is to keep the universe alive as long as possible, so that it also may grow up.

In the same manner that a child develops new characteristics over the years, the universe shall too. The child reaches puberty and can reproduce itself. The child's eyesight improves and its intelligence grows. The child grows stronger. We do not know exactly which attributes the universe will develop with time, but we do know that it is our task to see to that the universe has the opportunity to develop as much as possible; before it eventually collapses and we must start from the beginning again.

Regarding the attributes our universe has already developed, I can mention life, and thus a chance for better maintenance of the universe. The universe has thus developed a potential for self-preservation through the human being's potential of developing technology that allows us to manipulate white and black holes.

The possibilities are endless, and just the possibility alone should be enough for every human to submit to developing a better and more intelligent human kin.
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The evolutionary record of humanity reaches beyond the shadows of the Polar race, the fog-shapes of the Hyperborean race, the androgynous Lemurian race of giants, the giants of the Atlantic race and the creative man of the Aryan race (see my second book, Germansk mytologi og verdensanskuelse for more details on this).

In our evolutionary-chain, there are seven races; the five mentioned above and two others. Only the seventh is complete and in order to understand and develop the technology, we need to bring the universe to a higher evolutionary level.

The sixth race will be called the solar race and will consist of pure Aryans with a highly developed intelligence and body. All true folk-companions shall join together in Scandinavia; or will be bound to Scandinavia through political and military alliances from their own native countries.

The new Europe will, in other words, be led and run from Scandinavia - the High-fortress of the Aryan tribe. Schools and other educational centers shall be built in a heathen Scandinavia, and kinsmen from all over the world - but foremost from Europe and the USA - will migrate there to learn the thought of Irminsûl.
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The human being is the mirror of the universe. We are microcosms in macrocosms. The development of the one universe is like the other. The child leaping on the trampoline, who is pulled down again by gravity, has its counterpart in humanity through its relationship with life and death. We are born and are pulled back into death again by time. We can delay death, but it will always catch up with us. Death is the gravity of microcosms.

To avoid the universe from collapsing, we must first and foremost see to it that we ourselves avoid death. Death, in itself, is not dangerous, but oblivion is! All the knowledge a human gathers during a long life disappears (to the unconsciousness) when this human dies. Rebirth only brings vague memories of what once was into consciousness again. We must be educated from the start again. Everything must be learned from the beginning.

When the universe dies, Tuisto's thought becomes frozen. Everything that existed in the former life must be created and found again. This is also the case with human beings. The child who wishes to fly in the trampoline metaphor, is equal to the human being who wishes to never forget (never die). It was not death that the old sorcerers (who sought out immortality) feared, but oblivion.

With the sixth race, we thus seek to annul the effect of birth and death. We will seek to develop humanity and the technology that will be advanced enough to transfer a human's experiences to the next life. We will live in a new body, but our consciousness will be the same. In other words, your ego will be identical; only the body is new. All knowledge, all experience and all sense will be the same. This is the immortality of our personal consciousness. The physical immortality will then be sought for.

The maintenance of folk hygiene is absolutely necessary, because the flaws in the body's DNA must be minimal. All disagreements and contradictions, which exist in bodies containing blood from multiple races, are very dangerous in this context. It is like mechanics; the more precious the machinery, the fewer faults in the machinery can be tolerated. Thus, we should only worship the intelligent, strong (physically and spiritually), clean and beautiful (the outer reflects the inner!) human being; that which is closest to perfection. With the abolishment of oblivion by death and the introduction of the physical immortality, the sevenths race will be born - the astral race. The process towards these two goals is humanity's sixth level of development: the Solar race.


X

The sorcery we hear of in fairytales, the sorcery that our fantasy can create is, in reality, memories of a long forgotten age. It is the memories of what once was. The previous universe developed these superhumans and their fantastic abilities. Now it is our task to get back to what we have forgotten and develop our beings further.

Even in our own race's development, we have forgotten things we once understood; the knowledge of the Greek fire, the architecture which was needed to build Khemet's (Egypt's) pyramids, the electricity of Sumér (which we have re-gained) and a lot of things we do not even know of at this stage. The Judeo-Christians' burning of the library in Alexandria put us back thousands of years.

We do not know how much the Judeo-Christian spiritual-pest has hampered evolution, but we know that we must find our way back to our Indo-European thought; to the development of nature, and through this move forward again. The track we must follow to achieve this is Irminsûl!

The healthy Aryans must gather around Irminsûl. Intelligence must be worshipped; the purity of the folk must be worshipped. This can only be accomplished if our people adopt the view of life that we in the AHF stand for. We must, therefore, see that they do so.

Footnotes:
Thing is an old-Norse word for council and/or meeting.
Karl is also known as the Frankish "Karl The Great" (or Charlemagne).
This means "The world pillar, that which holds everything up".
Directly translated öndvegi becomes "spirit-way", but is a name for the chieftain and the peasants' high-seat.
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Shadows amongst the Ruins
The European deities are treated very unfairly by the Christians who write or wrote about our mythology and religion. Some times because of ill intent, but most often because the Christians just don't understand them, what they are, what they represent or even what their purpose is. They call Freyja, our goddess of love and youthful health, a "whore" because they don't understand that she is not having many lovers; she is just a personification of the role of the wife. To call her a whore is no less stupid than it would be to call "Wife" a whore. Yes, wives sleep with many different men (their husbands), but each wife only sleeps with her own husband - so they are not whores.

The probably worst off in this context is still not Freyja, but the poor Loki, whom the Christians identified as "the devil" of Scandinavian mythology. Naturally these Christians were and still are unable to understand that other religions are in fact other religions and not just poor and delusional copies of their own magnificent Judeo-Christian cult. There is no "devil" in European polytheism, and why would we even need one?

Whenever a Christian writes about our European polytheism we see this. Loki becomes the devil, and his offspring different demons. Hel becomes a place for eternal punishment and damnation for sins committed in life. Âsgarðr becomes the Heavenly Paradise. Valhöll becomes the silly Paradise for those primitive barbarian warriors. The light elves become the angels (although, I can add that angels [Greek "messenger"] are actually also a pre-Christian thing; they were the messengers of the gods). The dark elves become the little imps. Baldr becomes Jesus Christ. And so forth.

The Christians blinded by their bible studies and other filters become completely unable to see or understand any aspect of European polytheism!

As a European polytheist I know that Loki is the anthropomorphised lightning of the sky.

Modern Scandinavian: Loke
Norse: Loki
Proto-Nordic: *Lukan
Indo-European: *Leuke

His name derives from the PIE root *luk- which means simply "lightning".

When our mythology talks about how he cuts the hair of the goddess Sif and because of that is chased by Þôrr, a Christian will think he is a bad man, but I know that he is the god of fire (the fire being handed to man from the gods via the lightning), used in the agricultural technique of "slash & burn" (No. svibruk), where they burned down the crops to fertilize the soil. After he did that, Sif, the goddess of the crops, grew even more beautiful and golden hair. In other words; crops. This was not surprisingly given to her by the dwarves/dark elves; the powers in the soil. When we know that Loki is the lightning and Þôrr the god of thunder we also understand why he always chases Loki; if you ever see lightning in the sky you can be sure to shortly after hear the thunder. So the thunder chases the lightning.

In Völuspâ, stanza 17 and 18, we learn that three gods gave life to some pieces of wood. Naturally this has been interpreted by the Christians as being "the creation myth" of Scandinavia, but it is no such thing. The stanzas talk about how the gods (i.e. actors impersonating the gods) symbolically revive the men and women who played the role of the Winter spirits in the yearly Ragnarök (our New Year's Eve). During this symbolic fight the Winter Spirit actors, known to us as Fenrir, is dressed in (mostly) wolf skins, and they are defeated when the gods (also just actors impersonating the gods!) rip their animal skins off and then trample on the skins - described in the mythology as the god Vîðarr placing his boot into the mouth of the Fenrir wolf and ripping him apart. After this the Winter spirit actors pretend they are dead, and are carried by the gods to the sacrificial tree, where their human clothes hang. There they are given warm beverage and food, and they put back on their clothes (their life force!) - by Ôðinn, Hlôðurr (Þôrr) and Hœnir (Freyr). They are symbolically brought back to life.

The Ragnarök is an annual event, that we still celebrate, every single year, and we even do it in a very similar fashion; we light bonfires and do our best to make as much noise we can. This was done to scare off the Winter spirits, so that Summer could return, by lighting bonfires and torches, by setting fire to wheels and let them roll down hills, with sparks flying everywhere, and so forth. Today we also use fireworks.

The deities are killed, but they return every year, like they have always done, so this is no big deal. That is what the Christians fail to understand; rebirth, reincarnation. Which by the way is funny, considering how their "saviour" himself was supposed to have returned from the dead.

There is no creation myth in Scandinavia! The Christian Scandinavians really wanted there to be one, because they had this perception that every advanced religion must have a creation myth, and they - after all - wanted their forebears to be advanced, so they desperately twisted and turned everything, and thus found their "creation myth" in Völuspâ. But like I said it is not a creation myth, and there is no creation myth in the European religion because the European world view is not linear - with a beginning and an end. It is instead circular, with no beginning and no end. Time, space, life and so forth are all eternal. Even to non-Christian modern men this is hard to grasp, because we have been deluded by the "Big Bang" nonsense, which is basically just the science-religion's attempt to justify the Judeo-Christian creation myth.

When I - arrogantly as some have claimed - said in the foreword to my book "Sorcery and Religion in Ancient Scandinavia" that there are no good books (at least not in English, German or Scandinavian) out there about our mythology and religion, to some degree save "The Golden Bough", by the anthropologist Sir James Frazer, this is what I mean; just about everything we know about our mythology from these books is seen through dense Judeo-Christian filters and interpreted in a Judeo-Christian light it is twisted and distorted, and is unrecognisable. The only alternative we have had to this terrible perspective is the equally terrible feminist perspective, which is no less Judeo-Christian and no less ignorant - and their sole purpose it seems is to find evidence of "woman power" in our European polytheism. The poor Freyja and other goddesses too becomes misused again and turns into "The Mother Goddess" of some horribly absurd matriarchal society (with no roots in real matriarchies whatsoever) ruled by women.

We are at a loss here. The books we read about our own culture fill us with lies and misconceptions, they distort the facts and turns our European polytheism into some sort of "Christian light" religion for nihilists, feminists and other mislead individuals. We see the ancient flower meadow in front of us, but when we run happily into it with open arms we trip and fall into a reeking bog. Another reeking bog created by "the enemy", often by help of their many deluded straw men.

So do not trust the books you read about our mythology. Do not trust what they say about our pre-Christian Europe. Do not trust anything they say! Most importantly; do not build your character and mind, your belief system and your rites on what these Judeo-Christians say about our mythology!

In this book, I will show you the true face of our forebears, and their roots - the Ancient Bear Cult of Europe!

I often hail Ôðinn, and I do not because he is "the true god", a European Jehovah, or anything like that, but because he is the god of the mind, of inspiration, of fury and our spirit. He is the force that makes me write these posts. So again; HailaR WôðanaR!
Varg Vikernes


Beyond the river Ifing
The world of the ettins is in Scandinavia called Jötunnheimr. Jötunn, English ettin, derives from proto-Germanic *etunaz, and this word means «the hungry», «the gluttonous» and «big eater». Heimr means simply world. So this is the world of the gluttonous powers, the big eaters, but also of the uncontrollable forces of nature, like the power of growth in the wilderness, erupting volcanoes, and the ice and stone asteroids threatening to change life on Earth. The peasant cultivates his land, but must fight the ettins constantly, or else nature takes back what has been cultivated by him. Wild herbs and eventually trees will start to grow in what used to be a field. The forest will prevail over the field; the ettins will win unless the peasant works hard to prevent this.

The ettin is not a name for a different race or anything like that. It is a power of a certain type, wild and sometimes wonderful, untameable and uncontrollable, and this power can be found in nature, but also in us. The opposite of this ettin power when it operates in us is what we would call moderation or temperance. So the European polytheist is a Stoic, with moderation and temperance as supreme ideals against a wild and untameable ettin power. He knows that he must not allow the ettin power to prevail, he knows that he must work hard to keep the ettin power at bay and he knows that he is a God (or a Goddess) and not an ettin!

Yes, this is a struggle between the Gods and Goddesses in us and the ettin powers that try to force their way into the land of the Gods and destroy them. There is no malice in what they do, no "evil" intent, just nature - nature as it is supposed to be like.

We can banish our deities by letting nature prevail, but we can also preserve, cultivate and strengthen the power of the Gods in us through - amongst other things, but still most importantly - temperance and moderation. Eat, but don't eat too much. Drink, but don't drink too much. Sleep, but don't sleep too much. Have sex, but don't have too much sex.

The deities are real, in us, the powers of love and beauty, of harmony and splendour, but if they are defeated and replaced by the ettin power we become ettins ourselves; greedy, gluttonous and obese, drunken, ignorant, lazy and truly sub-human. If we on the other hand fight the ettin power we not only remain human, we can even become true Gods and Goddesses on Earth!

Not all deities are of the exoteric type, though; some are more mysterious and wield sorcerous powers; Mâni (Moon) and Ôðinn (Mind) the sorcerers are good examples. The latter travels to the realm of the dead, learns the secrets of the past as he falls down and is re-born again. He travels in the mind and spirit, he thinks and reasons, contemplates and grows stronger and wiser for each incarnation. He too can be strengthened in us - and again - mainly by temperance and moderation.

In Vafþrúþnismâl we learn that;

15. ''Say, Riddle-reader! Since on the floor
thou fain wouldst show thy skill,
how the River is called which parts the realm
of the Jotun kin of the gods.
[Ôðinn answers;]
16. The River is Ifing which parts the realm
of the Jotun kin from the gods;
free shall it flow while life days last;
never ice shall come over that stream.''

The river Ifing is what parts the realm of the ettins and the realm of the gods. The name can have several meanings, but the most probable would be "Undertaking" or "Action". Only what you do will prevent the powers of the ettins to take over in your life, and you need to do something to keep them out from your divine realm! Work hard, or else the wild forest will take back the land you have cultivated! Work hard, or else your divine and glorious mind will be darkened and slowed by the gluttonous ettin powers. Master and control "sorcerous powers" and be a God or a Goddess, not a degenerate sub-human wallowing in all the gold and physical pleasures of the world. The fair man has a potential others can only dream of. Use your potential; become divine! It is all in your power to do so; cast aside the ettin powers and hail the European deities! Smash the head of the worm and throw it into the abyss!

Such is the philosophy of Ancient Scandinavia.
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The Vanir & the Æsir
One of the to many most confusing aspects of the Scandinavian mythology is the talk of different kins ("races") of deities; the æsir and the vanir. Some of the deities are even said to be of ettin stock. Naturally the anti-European multiculturalists use this to argue that the gods were "race mixed" and that our religion was a mix of different religions.

To understand the language of the mythology you naturally need to know the language, or at least be in possession of a Norse dictionary and also the wits to use this dictionary.

The term æsir is a plural form of âss. This Norse word derives from younger proto-Nordic *ansuR, which in turn derives from older proto-Nordic *ansuz, which in turn derives from the PIE root *and-/ans-. This proto-Indo-European root translates simply as "spirit" (also seen in Norse önd ["spirit"]). So the æsir were spirits, and more precisely the spirits defined at a later stage as deities.

The term vanir is a plural form of vanr. This Norse word derives from younger proto-Nordic *wanaR, which in turn derives from older proto-Nordic *wanaz, which in turn derives from the PIE root *wan/wen. This PIE root translates simply as "beautiful". So the vanir were spirits/ deities seen as particulary beautiful. They were Freyr (*Fraujaz), Freyja (*Fraujon) and their mother Nerþuz (a goddess who by the lime of the Viking Age had turned into a god instead, Njörðr).

The Roman name for Freyja was Venus ("the beautiful"), and naturally her name derives from the same PIE root *wan/wen.

To understand what this means we must first of all remember the Greek myth about Paris and him being tasked with giving an apple to the most beautiful of the goddesses. He naturally gives it to Aphrodite (the Greek Freyja/Venus).

The myths (Völuspâ stanza 21 to 24) tell us the following;

21. "She remembers sacred folks
first (best) in the world,
they the golden horse
pierced with a spear
in the hall of the tall (i.e. Óðinn)
they burned her;
three times they burned her,
three times, she was born,
often, and not infrequently,
but she still lives."

This is however not a verse about a "witch" being burned on a fire three times, as claimed by scholars, but a description of the slash-and-burn technique used in agriculture. The sacred folks who are best in the world are the winners of the yearly May contests, best known from Greece as the Olympic games (one of four such Greek games) and in its degenerated forms from the Middle Ages as Knights' Tournaments. We by the way also still have these games as children's games in the 17th of May celebrations in Norway. The female winner of these games (selected because of her beaty, by means of an apple, as described in the myth about Paris and Aphrodite) pierced the field with a sacred bough (a wand); she sowed and watered the fields, to make the crops grow. The seeds were placed in the dark soil; in the realm of death (Óðinn's hall). When they burned "the golden horse" (the yellow crops) it fertilized the soil, and they could grow crops the next year in the same field. This went on, over and over again.

22. "Fair/light was her name
wherever she went,
a chosen woman good at predictions,
she performed sorcery,
she knew the customs
she played with the customs
and was always well regarded
amongst ill women,"

The beautiful May Queen, who had received the apple from the winner of the men's contests is here described. She was skilled with sorcery (medicine) and naturally popular with the sick individuals she visited and healed. She knew the customs and mastered them better than everyone else.

23. "Then all the powers went
to the seats of the end (i.e. the grave)
the sacred gods, and agreed;
either the spirits would
suffer losses
or were all the gods to
own party/feast (strive)."

The people (the gods) went to the mound and hoped that they had chosen the right queen, and had found the right king. It would be a good year if they had, or a bad one if they hadn't.

24. "Óðinn launched
his spear into the crowd,
of sacred individuals
the best/ winners of the world;
the wooden wall was broken,
the yard of the spirits,
the beautiful predicted the outcome of the battle,
they stood ready on the battlefield."

On New Year's Eve the sorcerers were symbolically hanged in tile ash trees, wounded by spearheads. Heimdallr blew the horn so that the mound was opened up (i.e. the gate in the picket fence surrounding the burial mound was opened) and was ready to accept the "gods". The beautiful sorceresses knew what was about to happen and prepared for the inevitable Ragnarök. This I may add is not a battle between gods, but a battle fought by the gods against the ettins. There was no war between two different "kins" of deities.

Then we have the issue with hostages being exchanged after the "battle" (contest). Njörðr is given as hostage to the æsir, but remember that Njörðr is really a goddess, Nerþuz, and she is the mother of Freyja - the current winner of the beauty contest. Nerþuz is the last year's winner, and when she lost to a woman deemed more beautiful than her she returned to the flock of æsir, and was therefore admitted amonst the æsir again. Yes; again, because she was also one of them before she had been seen as the most beautiful (before she became a vanr).

Hønir ("lure [with singing]") and Mîmir ("memory", "reminiscence") is said to be given as hostages to the vanir, but Hønir is just another name for Freyr, so he is simply the new winner of the May contests (replacing last year's winner). He becomes Freyr, so he becomes one of the most "beautiful"; a vanr. Without Mîmir (the wisdom of the past) he is a worthless leader though, as pointed out in the myths.

The last year's male winner does (unlike the last year's female winner) not return to the flock of æsir though, because he was symbolically killed by the new winner. In order for his "sorcerous force" to be transferred to the new Freyr he is symbolically executed by him. Yes; "human sacrifice"...

The May King and the May Queen; the winners of the May contests; Freyr and Freyja.

By the time of the Viking Age the new winner slashed an idol with his sword - to symbolically kill him. The idol was in form of a pillar, such as the famous Irminsul of the Saxons. When he did this, and took over the role of the old May King (or father of the house) he had to make a promise (known in Norway as a "Brageløfte'" ["a winner's promise"]) to embark on some heroic quest or to perform some other heroic action; he then slashed the idol as he did, and the larger the cut was, the better his power as a king would be.

Now, slashing a wooden idol with a sword like that quite often causes the sword to get stuck, and if the May King didn't succeed to draw the sword form the idol (using only his sword arm when he did) he would lose his title! If he did the man who came in second place in the May contest would be allowed to attempt to draw the sword, but if he did he then had to do what the winner's had promised to do when he slashed the idol - such as e.g. unite England under his rule... If he too failed the next one in line could try, and so forth. The one who successfully pulled the sword from the idol would be, they claimed, chosen by the spirits to be the May King.

If you haven't figured out where I am going by now you really need to read more about our own culture. Yes, this is the true origin of the myth about Arthur Pendragon and the sword that is stuck in the "stone" (an idol)...

There was no war between different kins or races of gods, there was no divine "race mixing" or anything like that. Everything in our mythology stems from our people. Everything is in accordance with our religion. Everything is European! The good forces are called æsir, and when they win the May contest the vanir, and the powers they try to stop, sometimes destroy and most often at least control are the ettins. All these powers are in us human beings, in men and women, boys and girls, old and young. We are them; they are LIS. Just make sure you cultivate the good and suppress the bad, that you open your heart and eyes to the light and close everything to the darkness - save when you need it. Alas! Yes, we need the ettin powers too, when we need our fury, our brute force, our hatred, our anger, our stubbornness, our brutality, our cruelty and our ruthless ness.

Finally, remember, and remember well, that there is no "salvation" but the Glory and Righteousness you yourself ensure for yourself. There are no "sins" or "shame", only Honour! There is no "Hell" or suffering in death, only eternal rebirth for the Honourable, in the kin, the tribe, the people, the race and the species.
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Hygieia
Because of their pseudo-scientific evolution religion most modern men think of themselves as the peak of evolution, and they think of all men who lived in the ages before this age as inferior; less evolved, less intelligent, more ignorant and so forth. It is hard to avoid these ideas in our age, because they are so dominant, so much propagated and so rarely questioned. So let us question them...

The first common mistake most modern men make is to assume that the ancients were so filthy all the time, and therefore perished en masse because of tiny infections and perhaps also illnesses that we would not suffer our deaths from today, because of our good hygiene. However, hygiene is not only something modern man is very passionate about, it is also a word based on the name of the Greek-Roman goddess of health, cleanliness and sanitation; Hygieia. She in turn was the daughter of Asclepius, the god of medicine, and Epione, the goddess of soothing of pain. The Scandinavian Hygieia would be Heimdallr. Asclepius would be Baldr/Bragi and Epione would be Îðunn/Nanna. So these are not only Greek or Roman deities. They were found all over (the biological) Europe.

Naturally, cultures with deities for health, medicine, cleanliness, sanitation and the soothing of pain are hardly very filthy, ignorant and smelly, or likely to gain an infection every time they cut themselves on some thorn in the forest. In Rome and Greece they had baths, even public baths, and in Scandinavia they had an entire week-day dedicated to this sole purpose, of cleaning, washing and tidying up. The Saturday in Scandinavia is because of this called lørdag, from Norse laugardagr («washing day»).

So, Christianity is the root of all these negative views on our forebears, because when Europe descended into the spiritual darkness of Christianity it did indeed also degenerate into one big cesspool, one big sewer of filth and stench, and it didn’t t escape this sewer until during the Renaissance (i.e. the start of a re-introduction of also the hygiene of the pre-Christian Europeans). Christians often fail to understand that there was something before Christianity, and the modern world is based on their world view, so they do think of their forebears as filthy degenerates.

We are not retarded though, so we should manage to think longer than this, and realise that the ancient European man was indeed a healthy, clean and well-groomed individual. Intelligent and knowledgeable. Strong and brave. European!
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The Lord of the Elves
The moment when I first understood what the elves really represented came to me when I read a book, "Fedrekult" ("Ancestral Cult"), published in 1943 in Norway, by Otto Emil Birkeli. In his otherwise rather bland book he states that the elves were originally the spirits of the dead.

The term elf itself means simply "white", as seen from its etymology; Norwegian alv ("elf") derives from Norse alfr, from younger proto-Nordic *albaR from older ptoto-Nordic *albaz from the proto-Indo-European root *alba- (Like in Albania and the Italian town Alba).

The spirits of the dead were possibly called white because the dead were buried in white clothes, or more likely because they were the (by death) purified and thus innocent (again), waiting near the burial mound, behind the fence separating the world of the living (outside the graveyard) from the world of the dead (the graveyard) - the land of the elves, where no trees are cut and where no animals graze. Here they wait for the opportunity to be reborn in the kin.

In the Scandinavian tradition there are two kins of elves though; the light elves and the dark elves. The latter is also known as the dwarves. The light elves resided in the light, in the meadows and trees under the Sun, so they were called light elves, but what about the dark elves? Who and what are they?

The name itself is a bit confusing; "dark" and "white". However, as we all know the bodies of the dead are, well; dead pale. And these dead pale bodies reside in the darkness of the burial mound. So they are dark elves.

The dark elves are like I said also known as dwarves (No. dvergr). This word is a bit more tricky to translate, but if you look at the feminine version of it, dyrgjâ, it all becomes clear; dyrr ("door") and gjâ ("opening in the ground"). As we know the pale bodies of the dead are located behind that door opening in the burial mound, the ground. So that makes sense after all. They too are white (pale), and they reside in the burial mound.

Dwarves are said to produce and also possess much wealth. This too makes sense, because the dead were buried with all their valuables, and when the myths tell us that this or that item was crafted by the dwarves, what they really meant was that the item had been made by some forebear, and had then - when the same person was reborn in the kin - been collected in the burial mound for use in what would then be the "afterlife" of that forebear. He had been reborn, and naturally collected what was essentially his - from the burial mound housing his former body. So they were made by the dwarves; the dead forebears. This also explains why so many burial mounds have been "robbed" of all their valuables. Of course they were; whenever a person was reborn - or was seen as having been reborn anyhow - he collected what was his valuable possessions from his former life.

So an elf is either an immortal spirit of a dead nobleman, or the rotting body of a dead nobleman.

However, the elves are also known to be excellent archers and very good at hiding in the forest, and some think of them as equipped with wings too - although they are then often called fairies or fey creatures instead. This would explain why the Aurora borealis is in Scandinavia called both "the road of the bees" and "the dance of the elves". The elves were said to take physical form of bees - logically enough, considering how common they are in flowery meadows - and this would explain their "archery" (bee stings) and their excellent hiding skills.

Even whilst dead, the dead family members were seen as a part of the family. They placed images of them in the house during high festivals, to allow them to participate. The church naturally wanted to end this European custom, which prevailed in Scandinavia well into the XIX century actually, and therefore propagated strongly against it; the elves were not the spirits of the forebears, they said, but demons and devils! They painted a picture of the beautiful elves as a… yes; a kobold, a goblin, a hobgoblin, a demon! It was no longer a lovely, immortal, beautiful, wise and noble spirit, a forebear waiting to be reborn in the kin, but a petty demon, ugly and cruel, vile and foul, twisted and tortured, coward and untrustworthy and utterly evil! A Satanic creature!

To me only the beauty of European polytheism remains; the kobold and the other Judeo-Christian perversions of our elves are gone. They have been exposed to the Sunlight, we can all see what they are really like, so now they are gone; vanished in thin air. The beautiful elf alone remains - and the dwarf. HailaR FraujaR; The Lord of the Elves!
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Divine Light
Trees and herbs were also seen as in possession of the divine; they housed the spirits/gods too. Þôrr resided in the oak tree. Ôðinn in the ash tree. Sunna (the Sun) in the apple tree etc. Further, they were believed to reside in several different trees; e.g. Sunna's temple was built around or near a tree sacred to Sunna, such as the acacia (acacia), the orange tree (citrus sinesis), the birch (betula), the beech (fagus sylvatica), the oak (quercus), the apple tree (malus sylvestris), the hazel (corylus avellana), the laurel tree (laurus nobilis), the stone pine (pinus pinea), the populus (populus), the rowan tree (sorbus aucuparia) or the lemon tree (citrus limon).

The spirits/gods were so important for the properties of these plants that when the ancient sorcerers cut them down, for use in potions, they used only special, sacred knives or sickles for this purpose; known best as the golden sickles of the druids, and in Scandinavia for their rune carvings spelling the word linalaukaz ("white linen clothing flower meadow"), suggesting the herbs were gathered (as we know they were by the druids) from the meadows in white linen clothing - to make sure they were not "relieved" of their sorcerous powers by contact with the soil or anything else impure.

Now, some spirits are weak, others are strong, but they all come from the Sun; all life on Earth is "caused" and maintained by the Sun! So everything that has been granted life by the Sun has been granted a spirit of some sort, a spark from the Sun, A tiny bit of the Sun on Earth. Warmth. Light. Yes; light...

This may sound fantastical, but it is actually what happens in real life; the warm light of the Sun is the direct cause of all life on Earth, whether or not we think of this as spirits. This light is then changed over time as it is continuously fed by more light from the Sun. Even if you burn the wood, in your fireplace in complete darkness inside a stone house, this is still light that stems from the Sun, because the trees too have their light from the Sun. Everything on this planet does!

Well, perhaps not everything, because we are indeed influenced in this context not only by our Sun, but also the stars (other Suns) and the reflection of Sunlight/Starlight from other celestial objects - such as Mercury (Loki), Venus (Freyr), the Moon (Mâni), Mars (Tyr), Jupiter (Þôrr), Saturn (Heimdallr), Uranus (Ôðinn), Neptune (Njörðr) and even Pluto (Hel). And of course the light reflected by our own planet Earth (Jörð).

The trees and other plants would also be shaped by this light. Perhaps they knew or just believed that some trees and plants were able to accept and store the light (and warmth) of one or more celestial light sources better than the others. The oak tree the power of Þôrr (and Baldr, and Sunna...), for example. Because of this they became the shapes of those deities or spirits. Their attributes.

The most important deities of our forebears were not, like many believe today, Ôðinn or Þôrr, but the Sun and the Moon. Even during the Viking Age the Sun and the Moon remained the most important deities - although often in the background; like a King and Queen watching over their court. They were the most important sources of light. The Sun during the day, and the Moon during the night. The Sun worship was linked to mountains and the Moon worship to sacred sources - reflecting the light of the Moon. The by far most common names in Norway support this too, and these names always come in pairs; the Sun and the Moon. Like Solherg ("Sun Mountain") and Skadvin ("Meadow of Skaði) or Skadvatn ("Lake of Skaði"), always located very close to each other. The whole Scandinavian peninsula is even named after the Moon goddess Skaði (originally a god called Skanþan) of hunting; Skanþinawio ("Skanþan's Land by the Sea" or "The Islands of Skaði").

Light does influence not just our physical bodies, but also our minds. The European pantheon could then very well be a carefully investigated and categorized list of divine (light) influences on the human mind. Our behaviour and our blood (genetic makeup) allow us to accept more or less light from the different deities, to strengthen this or that deity in us much or little.
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Hamingja
Hamingja in Norse means «luck», but first and foremost vardøger or fylgja («follower», in the meaning «guardian spirit»). A vardøger is a «double» which precedes a person wherever he goes. This spirit is some times seen by other people well ahead of the actual arrival of the person concerned. The direct translation and the original meaning of hamingja on the other hand is «one who walks in hamr». The hamr is the shape, the form, of the person.

So who is it that walks in shapes and forms? And what shapes and forms are we talking about here? The myths tell us that the gods could put on different shapes and thus change into them; birds, snakes, insects, oxen, wolves and so forth. So they too "walked in shapes".

First though, who or what walks in shapes? The answer is of course our spirits. You are born into a shape, you live (walk) in this shape and then you die. You are then born again, into a new shape, and you live (walk) again and you die again. And so it continues, possibly for all eternity. So our spirits are immortal entities who just change shapes every now and then, we are the ones who walk in shapes! The gods are us, and we are them, and just like the Greek philosophers generally speaking believed; we can walk in all kinds of shapes. From the lowest of creatures (bugs, worms) to the highest of creatures (gods), and in everything in between too. If it is physical and if it has life it is a vessel of some sort of spirit.

We must continue to ask questions though; what then is a "spirit"? The spirits and deities also were said to take the form of trees and other plants, and as explained all life is caused by light. So it would be correct to call our spirits and deities simply by the name "light". Or perhaps light elves would be better? White light! So the true you is white light walking in shapes.

However, our most noble and highly intelligent forebears claimed that you could add to this light yourself. You could feed it, nourish it and make it greater! Like you can with a rumour! Like you can with your Honour! On a spiritual plane your Honour will also light up the world for others; inspire them, strengthen them in their resolve, comfort them when they are in trouble and help them find the way through the darkness of our world. We know this is true. We still grow from the light created by our long gone Heroes and Heroines; Marcus Aurelius, Tore Hund, Decebalus, Vercingetorix, Araminius, and so forth. Their light is still here, shining, warming and illuminating. They are still here, with us, in us, feeding us spiritually, giving us metaphysical nourishment.

So the hamingja is not just your luck in life, but it is you and the sum of all your Honourable achievements, and also of all the Honourable achievements of your forebears that you have been spiritually nourished by. You can let it wither and fade, through a modern life of shame, that will bring no light to it and only smite it, or you can do as our forebears did and strive for a life of Honour and Glory! A life of Immortal Fame! Be the spiritual light that will nourish your descendants in the future, or cease to be when you die.

Hâvamâl, stanza 76
"Cattle die,
friends die,
you die the same way yourself;
but I know one thing
which never dies:
an honourable reputation."
Varg Vikernes


Guardian Elves
Many think the concept of angels and guardian angels is a Christian concept, but it is far from that. Even the term angel itself stems from Ancient Greece and means simply «messenger». The angels were the messengers of the gods, like the Scandinavian light elves too often are depicted as. I will be so bold as to claim that angel is the Greek name for a light elf guardian.

A light elf guardian was in Ancient Scandinavia called a fylgja («follower», «guardian spirit»). This was a spirit following you wherever you went, removing obstacles in your way, helping you find your way and avoid getting lost, protecting you from injury and death, from eating poisonous food and drinking bad water, from dangerous predators and so forth. It was your guardian angel. Some claimed that the fylgja even walked before you, in front of you, to spot any traps and harm before it could affect you. They were then, when seen by others walking before you, called vardøger («watchmen», «guardians»).

The image of a beautiful (always female) elf following you and watching over you is rather romantic, but the idea stems from the belief in hamingja; your fylgja is basically just your anthropomorphized hamingja. This would also explain why hamingja is often translated as meaning fylgja. Only your Honour can really protect you from the ills of this world. Not only directly, but also in the sense that the Honour will ensure your spiritual survival and immortality no matter what happens to your physical body (shape). Nothing can harm the honourable! No deaths no pain. Only dishonourable behaviour can, because it takes away the Honour of the person. Honour is all that matters in the long run.

When our enemies attack us with lies and false rumours they attack our Honour, because they have understood that this is the way to destroy Europe; they falsify everything that is ours and they spread only lies about our forebears. The competent, well groomed, clean, strong, brave, intelligent, knowledgeable and Honourable Ancient European is presented as an incompetent, half-naked, filthy, weak, coward, stupid, ignorant and dishonourable savage. Everything European is spat upon and ridiculed, stolen or shown in a wrong light; shown in Judeo-Christian darkness.

There is one good thing about this though; you only need a single light to banish the darkness, and not even all the darkness in the world can extinguish one single light. Ladies and gentlemen; bring back your light elves, your followers lighting up the world for you, and never be afraid to walk straight through the Judeo-Christian darkness ever again, and banish their darkness as you do, safely and proudly! Hail the Light Elves! Hail and Glory!
Varg Vikernes


The Vibrations of the Universe
Music, or indeed sounds in general, can also help elevate man lo the divine. Or it can be used to lower man's spirit into the depths of the Earth, into the spiritual abyss, to strengthen the ettin power in us (i.e. awaken base instincts) and to suppress the gods in us.

Just like the divine light forms and shapes our minds so does sounds. The European man who has only ever heard the birds sing, the winds howling, water running in the creeks, the waves washing the bare rock-face or the beaches, animals moving about in the forest, his loving family's voices, water boiling, thunder in the clouds, rain falling and wood burning under the cauldron is never a cruel and sinister man. He is a thoroughly good man, because his European nature is perfectly intact; no poison is to be found in his words, no ill will in his thoughts, nothing impure in his spirit.

The world is different today, and all sorts of sounds penetrates into our minds every day, disturbing the harmony therein, causing us to feel uncomfortable. A maelstrom is being stirred up in there, made up of sounds clashing and words recoiling and bouncing off the inside of our heads. Or so it can feel anyhow. We feel tired, we get headaches, we grow melancholic or even depressed, we more become aggressive and it becomes harder to stay in a good mood. The sorcery of sounds has its effect. And we let it work without any guidance or control, not even knowing such a sorcery exists.

Sound is as powerful as light is; it influences us no less than light does and still we allow ourselves to be exposed to disharmonic, loud, extreme and uncomfortable sounds all the time. Would you stand and stare at the Sun or even a shining light bulb? No? Then why would you live or work in a noisy city, and let the no less powerful sounds have a similar effect on you?

The most harmonious sounds we know are of course what we call music, and this can be used to stimulate the good in you, to make the deities grow stronger in you, to strengthen your mind and make you more courageous - like Scottish highlander bag pipe music during an assault, or drums in war in general - to inspire and to lift your mind. Music is sorcery! Every song is a spell!

The deity of music in Scandinavia is called Bragi, but this is just another name for Baldr, so the deity of music in Scandinavia is Baldr. His Greek name is Apollon. He is the most pure and innocent of all the gods. Let the light of Baldr shine upon you; let his celestial music banish all darkness in you. Ave Apollon! HailaR BalðuR!
Varg Vikernes
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In this booklet we will look at original sources and what they say about Valhöll and then explain what it means. We will also explain the myth about Óðinn sacrificing himself in the Tree of Life.
Varg Vikernes, June 2018

Grímnismál


Most of what we know about Valhöll comes from some of the stanzas of Grímnismál, and then this is supported by what is said in The Younger Edda. Normally the stanzas of the myths are only partly translated by the scholars, because all the names are left untranslated. Often the stanzas listing the names of the rivers and horses (and in other poems dwarves) are even left out completely. Because they make no sense to them. "It's just a list of names."

In 1998 I finished the book "Germansk Mytologi og Verdenanskuelse" ("Germanic Mythology and World View") where I actually translated also the names in the mythology. Amazingly, nobody else had done that before! This was a very time-consuming and tedious task that took several years to complete, and although the book itself is littered with misconceptions it proved to be a huge leap forward for our understanding of mythology. It showed for the first time that the names themselves are the keys to understanding the mythology.

So when I translate the stanzas below into English, I will also translate the names, when I can (some few names have an unknown meaning), and thus enable us to actually understand what Grímnismál is telling us. First of all though, I will list the original Norse stanzas dealing with Valhöll:

8. Glaðsheimr heitir inn fimmti,
þars in gullbjarta Valhöll víð of þrumir;
en þar Hroftr kýss hverjan dag
vápndauða vera.

9. Mjök er auðkennt,
þeim er til Óðins koma
salkynni at séa;
sköftum er rann reft,
skjöldum er salr þakiðr,
brynjum um bekki strát.

10. Mjök er auðkennt,
þeir er til Óðins koma
salkynni at séa:
vargr hangir fyr vestan dyrr,
ok drúpir örn yfir.

18. Andhrímnir lætr í Eldhrímni
Sæhrímni soðinn, fleska bezt;
en þat fáir vitu,
við hvat einherjar alask.

19. Gera ok Freka seðr gunntamiðr
hróðigr Herjaföður;
en við vín eitt vápngöfugr
Óðinn æ lifir.

20. Huginn ok Muninn fljúga hverjan dag
Jörmungrund yfir;
óumk ek of Hugin, at hann aftr né komi-t,
þó sjámk meir of Munin.

21. Þýtr Þund, unir Þjóðvitnis
fiskr flóði í;
árstraumr þykkir ofmikill
Valglaumni at vaða.

22. Valgrind heitir, er stendr velli á
heilög fyr helgum dyrum;
forn er sú grind, en þat fáir vitu,
hvé hon er í lás of lokin.

23. Fimm hundruð dura ok umb fjórum tögum,
svá hygg ek á Valhöllu vera;
átta hundruð Einherja ganga senn ór einum durum,
þá er þeir fara við vitni at vega.

24. Fimm hundruð golfa ok umb fjórum tögum,
svá hygg ek Bilskirrni með bugum;
ranna þeira, er ek reft vita,
míns veit ek mest magar.

25. Heiðrún heitir geit, er stendr höllu á
ok bítr af Læraðs limum;
skapker fylla hon skal ins skíra mjaðar;
kná-at sú veig vanask.

26. Eikþyrnir heitir hjörtr, er stendr höllu á
ok bítr af Læraðs limum;
en af hans hornum drýpr í Hvergelmi,
þaðan eigu vötn öll vega.

27. Síð ok Víð, Sækin ok Eikin,
Svöl ok Gunnþró, Fjörm ok Fimbulþul,
Rín ok Rennandi, Gipul ok Göpul,
Gömul ok Geirvimul, þær hverfa um hodd goða,
Þyn ok Vín, Þöll ok Höll, Gráð ok Gunnþorin.

28. Vína heitir ein, önnur Vegsvinn,
þriðja Þjóðnuma, Nyt ok Nöt,
Nönn ok Hrönn, Slíð ok Hríð,
Sylgr ok Ylgr, Víð ok Ván,
Vönd ok Strönd, Gjöll ok Leiftr,
þær falla gumnum nær, er falla til Heljar heðan.

29. Körmt ok Örmt ok Kerlaugar tvær,
þær skal Þórr vaða dag hvern,
er hann dæma ferr at aski Yggdrasils,
því at ásbrú brenn öll loga,
heilög vötn hlóa.

30. Glaðr ok Gyllir, Glær ok Skeiðbrimir,
Silfrintoppr ok Sinir, Gísl ok Falhófnir,
Gulltoppr ok Léttfeti, þeim ríða æsir jóm
dag hvern, er þeir dæma fara at aski Yggdrasils.

Normally stanzas 27 to 30 are not believed to be related to Valhöll, but I will show you that they indeed are.
Óðinn in the Sacred Tree


We can start by explaining why it is called Valhöll. This is generally believed to be "The Hall of the Fallen", and scholars compare it to the Judeo-Christian eternal "Heavenly Paradise", claiming it is the "Paradise" of the Norsemen, where only those who died in combat would come. If you translate the name though, you will find that it can also translate as "Hall of the Chosen". Norse valr means "the fallen in a battle", but Norse val means "selection", "choosing" and "assortment". So it can be the hall of the fallen, but also the hall of the ones that have been selected… but selected for what? And by whom?

Let us jump right into the translation and also the explanation to what the verses mean.

8. Glaðsheimr heitir inn fimmti,
þars in gullbjarta Valhöll víð of þrumir;
en þar Hroftr kýss hverjan dag
vápndauða vera.

8. The fifth is Glaðsheimr ("Fair Home"),
gold-bright there stands wide Valhöll;.
And there does Hroftr each day choose
men who have been killed with weapons.

Glaðsheimr is the home of Óðinn. Hroftr – a name for Óðinn – might mean "Sage", but it has no certain meaning. So at first glance it seems as if Óðinn, calling himself Hroftr here for some reason, sits in his "Heaven" and lets those who were killed with weapons come to his hall. This is what the scholars have told us, right? This is the Valhöll cliché. The Warrior's Paradise.

But what and who is Óðinn? And why would he care if you were killed with weapons or not? Because of Honour, right? It is more honourable for a man to die in battle than in bed. Ok, we can agree, but what is Honour? And more importantly: how did our forebears see it and why was it so important? Because they wanted to go to Valhöll? But what if you had great Honour and were not killed by weapons? You would then not go to Valhöll – if we are to take the stanza and what it says literally. And that doesn't make much sense does it? Who cares about how you die, if you lived an Honourable life!? But if we take it literally, a great warrior who fights and survives for decades, only to die e.g. by accidentally tripping over something and hitting his head, would not go to Valhöll, but some coward who has never seen battle in his life is accidentally killed by a hunter's spear (a weapon), he will?

Something is amiss here. Something is not right about the official version of this.

But before we continue let us have a look at Óðinn. Like I said, what and who is he? The king of the gods, Frigg's husband, Baldr's father, etc. etc. etc. Fine, but what if we actually take a look at the Óðinn myth that best defines Óðinn, namely Hávamál, and in particular stanza 138-139, where he hangs himself in the sacred tree, falls down and picks up the runes? Let's do that first of all, and see if we can from these stanzas understand better who and what Óðinn is:

From Hávamál:

138. Veit ek, at ek hekk
vindga meiði á
nætr allar níu,
geiri undaðr
ok gefinn Óðni,
sjalfr sjalfum mér,
á þeim meiði,
er manngi veit
hvers af rótum renn.

138. I know I hung,
on the windy tree
nights all nine,
with spear wounded
and given to Óðinn,
myself given to myself,
in that tree
that nobody knows
of what roots it runs.

139. Við hleifi mik sældu
né við hornigi;
nýsta ek niðr,
nam ek upp rúnar,
æpandi nam,
fell ek aftr þaðan.

139. No bread they gave me
nor drink from a horn,
I looked down,
picked up secrets,
took them and screamed,
yet again I fell from there.

Many like to see this as some sort of heroic self-sacrifice for deeper spiritual knowledge, achieved through suffering and fasting. They like to think that the rune signs came about this way: he picked them up from the ground and then he finally fell from the tree.

But why did he fall? Why did he hang there for nine nights? Why was he wounded with a spear? Why didn't he eat or drink from a horn? How could he survive nine nights without drinking? How could he even give himself to himself? What does that even mean? How could he pick up the runes before he fell? And why did he fall again? Had he fallen already!? If so, why didn't he pick up the runes (before?) the first time he fell? When did he fall the first time? How many times has he fallen from that tree, and why isn't there anything about those other times in the myths?!

We can bury ourselves in questions like these, and dig deep into the absurd, or we can realize that this poem is not about an old one-eyed god who hangs himself in a tree. He is a symbol with a deeper meaning.

Yes. We need to think symbols here. What is it Óðinn symbolizes in our mythology? If he is not some old one-eyed god riding around on an eight-legged horse, then what is it he symbolizes?

In fact, we need to realize that everything in the myths are symbols! Not just the named gods and places, trees and ettins and whatever. Everything is a symbol with a deeper meaning, and not least, everything is there for a reason. Óðinn. The tree of life. Nine days. The spear. Not eating. Not drinking from a horn. Falling. Picking up the secrets. Everything means something else. Everything symbolizes something else!

Thankfully, our forebears made that very clear to us, because if the myths don't mean something else, if they don't have a hidden meaning, then… they make no sense! They show us the impossible, so that we shall understand that there is something else here. Or do you really think that they made impossible stories that we were supposed to believe in? Wagons pulled by goats flying through the sky? Hammers that return to your hand when you throw it? Gods transforming into mares and giving birth to an eight-legged horse that can fly? Really?

If you believe that this is what our mythology tells us, and that this is what our forebears believed in, then I have some news for you: It doesn't. They didn't.

So let us find out what these symbols mean…

The name Óðinn translates as "Mind", "Thought" and "Excited State of Mind". It can also mean "Mad", "Wild", "Furious" and "Eager", but it's meaning is mainly and first of all "Mind". The tree he hangs himself in is not a real tree, but the placenta: it looks like a tree though, and it gives life. Óðinn is the "father of the gods", and he attaches himself to the tree of life with a spear: to the placenta with the umbilical cord. The "nine nights" are the nine solar months of pregnancy. Naturally, he does not eat anything there, whilst in the womb of the mother. He does not drink from any horns whilst there either. He gets all his nourishment via the umbilical cord.

Óðinn is the Mind… that is being re-incarnated. He is the sum of all the forebears, "the father of all the gods", in one symbol.

"…given to Óðinn,
myself given to myself…"

His Mind is poured into the new physical body, the child, the fetus, from the tree of life, as it is created in the womb of the mother.

From Völuspá, stanza 28:
Allt veit ek, Óðinn,
hvar þú auga falt,
í inum mæra
Mímisbrunni.
Drekkr mjöð Mímir
morgun hverjan
af veði Valföðrs.
Vituð ér enn – eða hvat?

28. All I know, Óðinn,
where your eye is hidden,
in the famous well of Mímir
Every morning
Mímir mead drinks
from the father of the chosen's pledge.
Do you still not know enough or what?

Ah, but you have been told by the scholars that Óðinn has only one eye, right? Well, he does not. That is of course also a symbol for something else. His "one eye in the well of Mímir", that he had to sacrifice for knowledge, is his belly button… when he is in the womb of the mother it is connected to the umbilical cord – his spear, alias Mímir's well. That long well that connects him to the tree of life.

Oh, I guess it's time to translate the name Mímir for you: "Reminiscence"! Which of course is defined as "the act or process of recalling past experiences, events, etc."

I told you he was re-incarnating, but to recall past lives, and become himself again, himself given to himself, he needs to connect to the tree of life, that we also know as Mímir's head. His learning process starts in the womb of the mother, and he learns from the placenta.

Funnily enough, that is exactly what happens too… the placenta is instrumental in activating genes in the fetus, in giving it life, in creating the child. Like an architect for a building. No matter the amount of materials you have at your hand: No architect, no functional building.

Then finally he is born:
"I looked down,
picked up secrets,
took them and screamed,
yet again I fell from there."

He picked up the runes (secrets) before he fell, because they represent what he learnt from Mímir, based on previous lives. He falls again, because he was re-born. Óðinn returns to life. He re-incarnates!

…and he is not some old one-eyed god riding an eight-legged horse that can fly through the air. He is the sum of your forebears! He is you. He is your Mind!

You still don't know enough, or what?
Mímameiðr


Let us continue. Where is the connection between Mímir and Yggdrasill? Did I just make that up? Did I over-interpret things here? No, everything is in our mythology, plain and clear, right in front of our eyes. In Fjölsvinnsmál stanza 20 we learn that:

20. Mímameiðr hann heitir,
en þat manngi veit,
af hverjum rótum renn;
við þat hann fellr,
er fæstan varir,
flær-at hann eld né járn.

20. Is called Mímameiðr
not many know,
where the roots run,
or how it is felled,
few know,
neither fire nor axe bites it.

Mímameiðr is another name for Yggdrasill, and what does it translate as? "The Tree of Mímir". It is the placenta transferring past experiences to the fetus. Therefore we learn that Óðinn is drinking from the well of Mímir.

Let us talk some more about Yggdrasill before we continue. Because some symbols related to Yggdrasill have not been explained here.

Völuspá, stanza 19:
Ask veit ek standa,
heitir Yggdrasill,
hár baðmr, ausinn
hvíta auri;
þaðan koma döggvar,
þærs í dala falla,
stendr æ yfir grænn
Urðarbrunni.

19. I know an ash stand
is called Yggdrasill
it stands tall,
wet from white water,
from it comes the dew
that falls in the valleys
stands forever green above the well of Urðr.

Urðr translates as "Honour", but is commonly seen as being the norn of the past. Past honour. Again the term "Honour"… we will return to that later on.

And what is it that creates the water in the womb, wherein the fetus lie, whilst being nourished by the placenta? Yes, the amniotic bag. Drops of dew drips over the placenta. Over Yggdrasill.

Grímnismál:

32. Ratatoskr heitir íkorni,
er renna skal
at aski Yggdrasils,
arnar orð
hann skal ofan bera
ok segja Niðhöggvi niðr.

32. The squirrel is called Ratatoskr
he shall run,
on the ash Yggdrasill.
The words of the eagle
he shall carry from above
and bring down to Niðhöggr.

Ratatoskr means "run about", and we actually see his name explained right after he is mentioned in the stanza. He runs about in the ash tree, bringing words from the eagle to Niðhöggr.

Niðhöggr is commonly known as a worm that gnaws on the roots of Yggdrasill, but his name translates as "Decapitation of the Kinsman"… Yes, it really can translate as that! Niðhöggr is the fetus, "gnawing" on the umbilical cord (the roots of Yggdrasill) connected to the placenta.

Which can remind us of a few things, like Mímir, described as a decapitated head, and of course Óðinn himself, as the sum of the forebears, the kinsmen, who when he is re-born has the umbilical cord cut. The placenta is some times described as a head, Mímir, and it is indeed decapitated when Óðinn is born.

"…not many know,
where the roots run,
or how it is felled,
neither fire nor axe bites it."

Yes, because when you are born, the placenta dies, no matter what you do. Neither fire or axe kills it. The placenta kills itself: it gives itself to itself. Óðinn hanging in the tree, and falling down. Re-born.

The eagle that Ratatoskr brings words from is the same eagle we see hanging above Valhöll, as described in Grímnismál stanza 10:
"…above (Valhöll) hangs an eagle."

The eagle itself is a complete picture of the same: It comes from an egg and spreads out its wings (the amniotic bag). The head of the eagle is the placenta, normally located above the fetus, and its claws are the umbilical cord attacked to the fetus. As explained in "The Secret of the She-Bear".

Ratatoskr is a squirrel. Squirrels in Europe are red. What else is red that travels between the placenta and the fetus? Blood. What is it that brings "messages" from the placenta to the fetus? Blood. What is moving fast about in the branches (the veins) of the placenta? Blood. There you have your answer. Ratatoskr is the blood.

You still don't know enough, or what?
Hamingja


"… (Yggdrasill) stands forever green above the well of Urðr ("The Past", "Honour")"

The well of Urðr is the same as the well of Mímir ("Reminiscence"). Óðinn taps into this well, in order to "give himself to himself", in order to let past words and deeds enable him to create new words and to perform new deeds, as explained in stanza 141 in Hávamál. Before stanza 141 comes stanza 140 though, so let us quickly include that too here, just for the sake of completion:

140. Fimbulljóð níu
nam ek af inum frægja syni
Bölþorns, Bestlu föður,
ok ek drykk of gat
ins dýra mjaðar,
ausinn Óðreri.

140. Nine powerful songs,
I learned from the famous
son of Bölþorn ("The Bad Thorn"), Bestlá's ("The Best Liquid's") father,
and a drink I enjoyed,
of the precious mead,
that is scooped from Óðreri ("What moves the Mind").

Do I even need to explain what that means? Don't you know enough already, to understand that? Ok, I will explain it just to be sure, even though I wish to quickly move on to the next verse: The fetus learns the "songs" (memories) of previous lives; the son of "the bad thorn", the umbilical cord, is the amniotic bag; "the best liquid" is the amniotic liquid; the precious mead is the blood of the mother, that is filtered to the fetus via the placenta (that "moves the mind").

So Óðinn has been re-incarnated, but what happens then?

141. Þá nam ek frævask
ok fróðr vera
ok vaxa ok vel hafask,
orð mér af orði
orðs leitaði,
verk mér af verki
verks leitaði.

141. Then I became fertile
and became wise,
I grew and thrived,
words let me on
to more words,
deeds led me on
to more deeds.

Why? Because he has transferred the "songs" of previous lives from placenta to the fetus. Óðinn, the Mind, not only lives on, but can even continue the journey through a new life: the words of the past let him understand more and learn new words. The deeds of the past let him know more and enable him to perform new deeds in this life! The accumulated Honour of past lives has been transferred to him in his new body.

We could say that "the Mind travels in bodies". And that is exactly what our forebears said. They called it Hamingja. If you look up the word in a Norse dictionary you will find a different meaning though: "(Spirit) Double", "Follower" or "Luck". This was the name for something that gave you luck in life. Some sort of guardian angel.

However, Hamingja derives from the term Ham–gengja, that literally means "shape-walking", from hamr ("shape", "mind") and genga ("to walk"). And what was walking in shapes, in physical shapes? Yes: Óðinn. The Mind. The Honour. The accumulated Honour of your past lives.

…and this gave you luck? This protected you like a follower? This was your double? This was Óðinn in you?

In order to gain Hamingja, you needed to behave Honourably. It was the acts of Honour that built the Hamingja! So Hamingja was your Honour. And the accumulated Honour of your past lives.

142. Rúnar munt þú finna
ok ráðna stafi,
mjök stóra stafi,
mjök stinna stafi,
er fáði fimbulþulr
ok gerðu ginnregin
ok reist hroftr rögna.

142. You will find runes (secrets),
and interpret secrets,
big secrets,
powerful secrets,
that the great sage recorded,
that the sacred gods made
and the highest sage carved.

And your Hamingja is what enables you to do this… The Honour of this life, and the accumulated Honour of past lives.

But then why is it Grímnismál tells us in stanza 8 that it is those killed by weapons that come to Valhöll? Is something amiss again here?
Valhöll


So let us return to and explain what is said in Grímnismál:

8. Glaðsheimr heitir inn fimmti,
þars in gullbjarta Valhöll víð of þrumir;
en þar Hroftr kýss hverjan dag
vápndauða vera.

8. The fifth is Glaðsheimr ("Fair Home"),
gold-bright there stands wide Valhöll;.
And there does Hroftr each day choose
men who have been killed with weapons.

When we know that Óðinn is the Mind, the Honour, the accumulated Honour of the past, that is being transferred from the placenta to the fetus in the womb, and Valhöll is his hall. Then Valhöll is the womb. And what happens in the womb?

Well, in order for there to be a fetus and a placenta and so forth to begin with, an egg needs to be fertilized. A sperm cell needs to be chosen by the egg. Or if you like, an egg needs to be chosen by a sperm cell. How does that happen? It penetrates the egg… like a spear penetrated Óðinn in the tree, right?

So yes, only those "killed with weapons", only the eggs that are penetrated by sperm cells, come to Valhöll. The others are not chosen for re-incarnation.

9. Mjök er auðkennt,
þeim er til Óðins koma
salkynni at séa;
sköftum er rann reft,
skjöldum er salr þakiðr,
brynjum um bekki strát.

9. Easy is it to know
who to Óðinn comes
and beholds the hall
Its rafters are made of spears
the roof is covered with shields,
on the benches mail shirts are strewn

Indeed, by now it should be easy for us to know who comes to Óðinn and beholds his hall. Those who lived an Honourable life – great men and women buried with spears, shields and mail shirts in sacred mounds. This has a double meaning though: the fetus is well protected from impact by the womb of the mother. It acts as armour and a shield, and it is even called "a fortress" in French.

10. Mjök er auðkennt,
þeir er til Óðins koma
salkynni at séa:
vargr hangir fyr vestan dyrr,
ok drúpir örn yfir.

10. Easy is it to know
who to Óðinn comes
and beholds the hall:
a wolf hangs
west of the door
above hangs an eagle.

The door to Valhöll? The door to the womb? I think we all know what that is, and just like in other myths, it is described as or linked to a wolf. See "The Secret of the She-Bear" for more on that.

The eagle hanging above is the placenta, that normally is located on top of the fetus in the womb.

18. Andhrímnir lætr í Eldhrímni
Sæhrímni soðinn, fleska bezt;
en þat fáir vitu,
við hvat einherjar alask.

18. The cook Spirit cooks the wild boar Sea's
bacon in the cauldron Fire.
but few men know
what is nourishing those who fight alone

To nourish the fetus, to teach it the "sacred songs" of previous lives, the spirit (Óðinn) needs the fetus to "drink" the blood that comes from the placenta. The wild boar is the amniotic bag (with its "sea", the amniotic liquid) and the placenta, feeding itself on the mother, like a wild boar feeds itself from digging into the Earth, and the cauldron is the womb. See "The Secret of the She-bear" and "Paganism Explained Part II" for more on the boar as a symbol for this.

19. Gera ok Freka seðr gunntamiðr
hróðigr Herjaföður;
en við vín eitt vápngöfugr
Óðinn æ lifir.

19. The famous warrior father
accustomed to fighting
feeds Geri ("greedy") and Freki
("the greedy").
But on wine alone
does the weapon-fine
Óðinn ("Mind") forever live.

Who is famous? Yes, the honourable forebear is, Óðinn is. Who is "weapon-fine"? Yes, Óðinn is, he has attached himself to an egg with his spear. He does not eat anything himself though. The pregnant mother does that: the wolves. Again you see wolves as a symbol of the woman. She eats the food, and transforms it into blood for the placenta. Óðinn himself, the fetus, drinks only blood (wine). See "The Secret of the She-Bear" for more about why the symbol of the mother is sometimes a wolf or a dog, sometimes two and sometimes three.

20. Huginn ok Muninn fljúga hverjan dag
Jörmungrund yfir;
óumk ek of Hugin, at hann aftr né komi-t,
þó sjámk meir of Munin.

20. The Huginn ("Mind") and Munin ("Memory")
fly every day
over the wide Earth
I fear that the Mind
does not come back
and even more I fear for the Memory.

Yes, indeed, Óðinn's mind and memory "walks in shapes" every day, over the wide Earth. You see, the Norse term for "day", dagr, means also "lifetime" or just "life". Every time Óðinn falls down from Yggdrasill again, he moves about in the world. He lives. His mind and memory is re-incarnated.

He fears though, that he will not live an Honourable life, and thus not be remembered. If he is not remembered, he will not be re-incarnated.

21. Þýtr Þund, unir Þjóðvitnis
fiskr flóði í;
árstraumr þykkir ofmikill
Valglaumni at vaða.

21. The Swelling moans,
the great wolf's
fish swim in the flood.
The Age-old-stream seems
too big
to wade for Þjóðvitnir ("Noisy
Fallen/Chosen")

More details, to those who still don't know enough. The swelling mother is being impregnated again. Sperm cells swim into her womb to find an egg. Most of them fail. The river is too big for them to wade through. Only one will be chosen!

22. Valgrind heitir, er stendr velli á
heilög fyr helgum dyrum;
forn er sú grind, en þat fáir vitu,
hvé hon er í lás of lokin.

22. The Gate of the Fallen/Chosen it is called
it stands on the mound,
sacred in front of sacred doors.
Age-old is the gate
and few know
how to unlock it.

Actually, yes. Very few know what triggers a birth. Very few knows how to make a woman give birth. We still don't fully understand this today, in the year 2018.

23. Fimm hundruð dura ok umb fjórum tögum,
svá hygg ek á Valhöllu vera;
átta hundruð Einherja ganga senn ór einum durum,
þá er þeir fara við vitni at vega.

23. Five hundred doors
and another forty
I believe there must be in the Hall of the
Fallen/Chosen.
Eight hundred warriors fighting alone
can walk through one (each) door
when they go to fight the wolf.

How can eight hundred warriors walk through the same door at the same time, and still be said to "fight alone"? It is because they are all the same individual: all the memories of previous lives in one individual. He is all his forebears, all the accumulated Honour of his kin, but he is also alone. See stanza 24.

Fighting the wolf? That's what you do when you are born. When you pass through that one door to Valhöll, described as a wolf. Again. Like Cerberus guarding the entrance to Hades.

24. Fimm hundruð golfa ok umb fjórum tögum,
svá hygg ek Bilskirrni með bugum;
ranna þeira, er ek reft vita,
míns veit ek mest magar.

24. Five hundred floors
and another forty
are built in Bilskirnir ("Wound-Cleansing")
Of all the halls
I know were built,
my son owns the biggest.

This is the birth, because 540 is (5 + 4 + 0 =) 9, so nine months of pregnancy have passed. Also, midwives use the fingers to measure the opening of the cervix, to see if the woman is ready to give birth. She is when the opening is 8 fingers wide. 800 is (8 + 0 + 0 =) 8. The child with all his forebears in him can exit.

The biggest hall is of course the world outside the womb. That he enters when he is born.

25. Heiðrún heitir geit, er stendr höllu á
ok bítr af Læraðs limum;
skapker fylla hon skal ins skíra mjaðar;
kná-at sú veig vanask.

25. Heiðrún ("Secret Honour") is the name
of the goat
she stands on the hall
and she gnaws on the branches of
Lærádr ("Teaching-Mind")
she fills up a vessel
with the purest mead
so that she never goes empty.

Oh, and and here we have the key that unlocks the gate to Valhöll, mentioned in stanza 22. Here we have an explanation to what it is that triggers a birth: The goat Heiðrún. This time the placenta is called "Teaching Mind". That's what I already said: It teaches the fetus the "songs" of previous lives.

This goat is known from Greek mythology as Pan, from Norse as Loki, and from modern science mainly as adrenaline. When the adrenaline "gnaws" on the placenta, "the teaching mind", when it rushes through the blood veins, the birth is triggered.

Will the neurons producing adrenaline ever fail to produce? Can we ever run out of adrenaline? According to this stanza we cannot.

26. Eikþyrnir heitir hjörtr, er stendr höllu á
ok bítr af Læraðs limum;
en af hans hornum drýpr í Hvergelmi,
þaðan eigu vötn öll vega.

26. The hart Eikþyrnir ("Oak-Thorns")
he stands on the hall
and bites on the branches of Læráðr
("Teaching-Mind")
From his horns
drip into Hvergelmi ("Age-old Kettle")
from there all the water comes.

The second trigger for a birth is when the child pushes its head to the inside of the cervix. Like a deer he gores his way out. He breaks the membrane of the fetus with his head, his "horns", causing the water to flow into the "age-old kettle".

The names of the rivers running are as follows:

27. Síð ok Víð, Sækin ok Eikin,
Svöl ok Gunnþró, Fjörm ok Fimbulþul,
Rín ok Rennandi, Gipul ok Göpul,
Gömul ok Geirvimul, þær hverfa um hodd goða, Þyn ok Vín, Þöll ok Höll, Gráð ok Gunnþorin.

27. Tradition/Custom and Wood, Brave and Oaken, Cool and Strife-Trough, Vigorous and Great Skald, Run and Running, Giver and (???), The Old and Spear Swinger, they run about the halls of the gods,
Thin and Wine, Toll/Duty and Slope,
Greed and Torn-by-Strife.

28. Vína heitir ein, önnur Vegsvinn,
þriðja Þjóðnuma, Nyt ok Nöt,
Nönn ok Hrönn, Slíð ok Hríð,
Sylgr ok Ylgr, Víð ok Ván,
Vönd ok Strönd, Gjöll ok Leiftr,
þær falla gumnum nær, er falla til Heljar heðan.

28. Girlfriend one is called, another Road-Wise, the third People-Stealer, Good Use and Spear, Brave and Heap-of-Stones, Terrible/Tired and Ride/Storm, Swallow/Drink and She-Wolf, Metal-Ring/The-Two-of-Us and Hope,
Difficult and River-Bed/Beach, Resound/Echo and Shining Light,
they fall to men, they fall down to Hel ("Hidden", "Hall").

These rivers are what pushes him into the world, into life. They are the qualities or abilities what will keep him alive. For some time…

29. Körmt ok Örmt ok Kerlaugar tvær,
þær skal Þórr vaða dag hvern,
er hann dæma ferr at aski Yggdrasils,
því at ásbrú brenn öll loga,
heilög vötn hlóa.

29. Körmt (?) and Örmt (?) and the Twins of
the Tub Bath
Þórr shall each day wade through
when to give judgement he shall go to the
ash tree Yggdrasill ("the terrible horse")
Because of that the spirit-bridge
shall burn in flames
and the sacred water flow.

The twins of the tub bath (the womb) are the fetus and it's "twin" the placenta, as explained in detail in "The Secret of the She-Bear". Þórr ("Thunder") is the spark of life, the life-force that we all lose at some point, after the day (life) ends, and that comes back to us when we are reborn. When he "goes to the womb of the mother" again, when he "hangs" in Yggdrasill, the placenta. The spirit-bridge that burns in flames is the cervix that turns red from blood (fire) when the mother gives birth. And yes, she will give birth when her water flows…

The cervix is indeed a bridge for the spirits. This is how Óðinn can return to life. This is his bridge from memory to physical form.

30. Glaðr ok Gyllir, Glær ok Skeiðbrimir,
Silfrintoppr ok Sinir, Gísl ok Falhófnir,
Gulltoppr ok Léttfeti, þeim ríða æsir jóm
dag hvern, er þeir dæma fara at aski Yggdrasils.

30. Fair and Golden, Sea and Fire-Race/Fire-Run, Silver-Hair and Strong, Guardian and Dead-Hoofs, Golden-Hair and Light Footed, the Æsir ("Spirits") ride every day, when they travel to the ash Yggdrasill ("The Terrible Horse").

In order to re-incarnate, all the gods need to ride their "horses", that all describe the placenta, and help you understand the meaning also of the other myths, where the same symbols are used (e. g. the long golden hair being the umbilical cord in the fairy tale called Rapunzel). They are The Terrible Horse, Yggdrasill. The horse as a symbol for the placenta is described in detail in "The Secret of the She-bear".

Do you know enough now, or what? Do you still need to know more to understand what Valhöll is?
Óðinn ek nú heiti…


At this point I will ask you to please read the last stanza of Grímnismál, and tell me if you don't understand what it means by now:

54. Óðinn ek nú heiti,
Yggr ek áðan hét,
hétumk Þundr fyr þat,
Vakr ok Skilfingr,
Váfuðr ok Hroftatýr,
Gautr ok Jalkr með goðum,
Ófnir ok Sváfnir,
er ek hygg, at orðnir sé
allir af einum mér.

54. My name is now Óðinn,
Yggr used to be my name,
my name was Þundr before that,
Vakr and Skilfingr,
Váfuðr and Hroftatýr,
Gautr and Jalkr amongst gods,
Ófnir and Sváfnir,
all of these, I believe,
have become me alone.

Note:
Yggr ("The Terrible"),
Þundr ("Swell"),
Vakr ("Woke"),
Skilfingr ("Separating-Finger"),
Váfuðr ("Wanderer"),
Hroftatýr ("Sage God"),
Gautr ("Boaster"),
Jalkr ("Castrated Horse"),
Ófnir ("Warmer"),
Sváfnir ("Cooler").

This is a summing up of the whole process of re-incarnation… the 10 lunar months of prengancy. First he is connected to the placenta (Yggr), then the mother's womb swell up (Þundr), then the fetus becomes alive, his heart and mind wakes up (Vákr), then his body develops (Skilfingr), he starts to move (Váfuðr), he learns from Mímir (Hroftatýr), he is born and screams (Gautr), the umbilical cord is cut (Jalkr) and the child moves from the warm womb (Ófnir) to the cold world (Sváfnir).

At the same time, the listing of names Óðinn used to have, explains how he is the sum of previous lives.

"…all of these, I believe,
have become me alone."

He is what he has gone through. In this life. In past lives. And in the world in the middle: In the mother's womb.

Had you known those passwords from the beginning, you could have understood everything about this process from this one single stanza alone…
Conclusion


Now we can tell why Óðinn is said to have had hundreds of names. At least most of them are names that he had in previous lives. He has fallen from Yggdrasill hundreds of times. Each time he is re-incarnated he becomes himself alone, and at the same time he is the sum of all his previous lives. The sum of the Honour accumulated in all his previous lives.

But Óðinn is you… we are all Óðinn. The mythology tells us that we have lived before, hundreds of times. At times it explains how we remember those previous lives from Mímir in the womb of the mother. Other times it explains how we awaken the memories as 7-8 year old children entering burial mounds or visiting sacred trees or beholding the sacred objects we used to own in previous lives.

But always, whether it is from this angle or that angle, in this way or that way, it describes a re-incarnation. They never dreamt of an "eternal afterlife" in some "Heavenly Paradise". They had no such contempt for life or superstitions. Instead they believed in re-incarnation and an Honourable life on Earth.
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Rune Lore


We tend to differentiate between myths and fairy tales, as if they are two completely different things altogether. The myths deal with the gods and their world in a poetic language, and the fairy tales seem to deal with ordinary people and their world with prose. As we have showed you before, in «Paganism Explained» part 2 and 3, they contain the exact same riddles and secrets.

The myths explain reincarnation from a religious perspective, whilst the fairy tales explain the same from an older traditional perspective. The myths are younger than the fairy tales and came with religion (which in term came with agriculture, in the Neolithics).

As explained in "Sorcery And Religion In Ancient Scandinavia" the animist tradition co-existed with the religious tradition. The latter never replaced the former. More than anything, the religion just supplemented the old tradition. It was still the same, only with some things changed, like anthropomorphised spirits. Then when Christianity arrived, a religion from the Hebrew desert, it crashed and clashed first and foremost with the Pagan religion, because this was its direct competitor, and not as much with the older Pagan tradition.

Because of that, the fairy tales managed to better fly under the Christian radar, so to speak, and survived to a much larger extent than the myths did.

We still have both myths and fairy tales, and even though they are slightly different from each other in format and style, we recognize the same patterns in them, and can tell that they tell the same story and in essence are the same. Together they make up our mythology. Our Rune Lore.
Reincarnation


As we have already showed you in this series of booklets, our myths and fairy tales tend to deal with one single topic: reincarnation. They describe it with much the same metaphors, but this way or that way, with focus on this or that. But they describe the same; the reincarnation.

The question then arises: “Why so many myths about the same?”

The purpose of the myth was to give the child an opportunity to understand it. If he did not, he would later on be told another myth, and then another myth, etc., until he would be able to see the pattern, and when he did, he would understand them all at once.

In order to do so, in order to achieve this, they made many myths about the same, many fairy tales about the same.

Therefore, when we explain these myths and fairy tales today, we repeat ourselves. We end up telling you about reincarnation, over and over again. Because that is the purpose of the Rune Lore (myths and the fairy tales); to tell you about reincarnation, its purpose, its function, its meaning. Its significance to us all.
The Sacred


You can treat amnesia in a patient today by showing him items that meant something to him before the amnesia, by having people he cared about talk to him and by bringing him to locations that he was emotionally connected to somehow. Likewise, you can enter the burial mound of your forebears and see the items they were buried with, touch and feel them, you can expose yourself to situations that your forebears were in and you can go to places where they lived or that were important to them emotionally.

Therefore we have sacred object, like Yule trees and Yule decorations. Therefore we have high festivals and rituals. Therefore we have temples. To lift the amnesia of death.

Therefore we have all these myths and fairy tales about reincarnation. They are instructions on how to reincarnate.
Divine Power


Many think reincarnation gives you the ability to literally remember previous lives. Your name, profession, events, loved ones, address, cause of death etc., and tend to ask the question: “Who were you in your previous life?”

Now, I don’t rule out concrete memories from previous lives, but I don’t think this is the purpose of reincarnation or the purpose of learning about it.

You don’t even remember everything from your own life. Not from your childhood, not from last year, not from a week ago, not from yesterday, and sometimes in relation to some things not even from earlier the same day. Memory has a purpose, and although we don’t actually understand everything surrounding this today, we must relate to the fact that we don’t remember everything. We easily and often fast slip into forgetfulness. Only a reminder will bring back the forgotten memories.

But what if you in an instant remembered all the joys and victories of your life; would it not lift your spirit if you did? There and then, light up and banish all darkness and shadows from your mind?

If you lived with this uplifting sensation permanently burnt into your mind and marrow, would it not make you a braver, saner, kinder, safer and in short a better person?

…and there you have it: the purpose of reincarnation and of spending so much time and energy on it.

The sum of all these joys and victories of all your forebears, every single one of them contributing to it more or less, is what our forebears called Hamingja (“walking in shapes”). This is what walks in shapes, follows your kin through the ages and gives you good luck in life.

But is luck even real?

The Norwegian term for luck: hell means “whole”, “healthy”, “unharmed”, but derives from Norse heill, proto-Nordic *hailagaR, from PIE *kolio, from the root *kel-, meaning “to conceal”, “to cover”.

Perhaps interestingly, it derives from the same PIE root as the -höll in Valhöll derives from, the same as the deity name Hel derives from.

You could say that luck covers and conceals you from the darkness of this world, and keeps you whole, in good health and unharmed.

In Roman mythology luck is personified in Fortuna, the goddess of good fortune. Her festival was on Midsummer Day, and she corresponds to our Freyja.

But is luck real? I think so yes. I can probably not prove it, but experience tells me that I am right. I leave it you to decide whether or not you believe in it too.

In relation to our Rune Lore whether or not we believe luck is real is not relevant: Those who made the myths and fairy tales did believe it was real, so we need to read/hear the myths with that in mind.
About Patterns in our Rune Lore


When the Christians in Scandinavia first started to talk about our myths, in the 19thcentury, they tried to either belittle the Native European myths, or they tried to Christianize them. They were taught that for a mythology to be worth anything it needed to contain a creation, an Armageddon and of course morality. So even though none of this existed in the Scandinavian mythology, they tried to find it and interpreted everything in light of this. Or rather, in this pitch black darkness…

Fumbling about in this Judeo-Christian shadow, they failed to see the real meaning.

What we can tell from our Rune Lore, from our myths and fairy tales, is that not only is there no «morality» in them, but the lack of morality is used as a means for an end. The children were, as I have already told you, meant to understand these runes. When they did not, they were told more fairy tales or more myths. Again: because they were meant to understand them. They would if they discovered a pattern.

Let me give you an example.

E.g. the protagonist in the Scandinavian fairy tale about Askeladden who enters an eating contest with a troll. He initially enters the forest of a troll to cut wood and is caught stealing. Yes, he trespasses on somebody else’s property in order to steal from him. When caught he tricks the troll into stabbing itself to death, by cutting its own stomach open. He then proceeds to steal all the troll’s gold and silver – and leaves the rightful owner of both the forest and the precious metals to bleed to death in his own home.

The protagonist is not acting according to normally accepted behavior. This is a pattern found in all our myths and fairy tales.

So when you understand this, you will realize that the myth or fairy tale has another meaning and purpose. And that is a means used to help the child find that real meaning and purpose.

Morals are not found in mythology, but in our Native European instincts. You don’t need to learn it, and if you fail to behave morally, Mother Nature effectively removed you from procreation. Also, the tribe would react more directly to your immorality, first with banishment for some time, usually a year and a day, and then if you still failed to behave (after you returned home), they would remove you permanently.

Another means used for the same purpose is the use of impossibilities. What described in the myths and fairy tales is impossible in real life. A female troll carrying her head under her arm? Eight legged horses that can fly through the air? Gods that change into birds or flies? Wagons pulled by goats flying through the air? Come on! Anyone with the most basic understanding of reality, even a child, can tell that this is impossible!

No, they did not believe in these things in the past. They knew perfectly well that this was impossible.

…and when you know that, you can find the real meaning instead. Basic deduction. You strip all other possibilities, you end up with only one possible solution. You have to find it, in the end.

If you still don’t find it after all those chances and all that help?

Vituð ér enn, eða hvat? (“Do you still don’t know enough [to find the meaning] or what?”

Sigh.
Ásgarðr


Before we start talking about Ásgarðr and the other divine realms I will ask you to unlearn everything you thought you knew about this topic. Ignore it all. Whatever you heard or read in a book or online, forget it. Instead assume that you know nothing and then we together will look at what the original sources actually say. Not what Christian scholars claim the sources tell us, but straight forward: what do they actually and in themselves tell us?

If you continue reading assuming you already know what Ásgarðr is, you will probably not be able to learn much. To fill your head with the truth, it cannot be half-filled with lies already. Pour out the lies first.

Ignorance is not the worst. The worst is to think you know when you don’t. So let us start from scratch.

We will start with the Norse and the Etymological dictionary, to find out what Ásgarðr is.

The term áss (plural æsir, feminine ásynja) is normally understood as a Norse term for «god». But the term derives from younger proto-Nordic ans, from older proto-Nordic ansuR, from proto-Germanic ansuz, from the proto-Indo-European root *ans-/*and-, meaning simply «breath». So it doesn’t actually mean «god». It means «breath», just like the Latin term spiritus does. We are just told by the scholars that it means «god», because the Æsir are understood as «gods».

Garðr means «yard», «farm» or «world/home».

So although we have it presented to us as “the world of the gods”, it actually means “the world of those with a breath”. And who has a breath? Yes, the living. It is not some fancy world in the sky, but the world of the living. Ásgarðr is our world, that we live and breathe in.

We learn from Hymiskviða that:

7.
Fóru drjúgum
dag þann fram
Ásgarði frá,
unz til Egils kvámu;
hirði hann hafra
horngöfgasta;
hurfu at höllu,
er Hymir átti.

7.
Far they travelled
that day
from Ásgarðr
to Egill they came.
He housed he-goats
with beautiful horns;
they went
to Hymir’s hall.

What this says is not that the gods travelled somewhere in space or from some divine realm, but that they… died. They left the world of the living (those with a breath), so they pretty much had to die. No breath, no human life. Simple. When we know what Ásgarðr really is, it cannot be misunderstood… in theory.

Hymir is also known as Ægir («sea») and in mythology «the sea» is always a metaphor for the amniotic fluid. You don’t believe me? Ok. You will see later that I am right.

Hymir is a word game with Ymir, which means “the twin”, and as explained in «Paganism Explained Part III» and in «The Secret of the She-Bear», the twin is the placenta-ancestor. The giant/dragon that has to be slain, when you are born; you cut its neck, the umbilical cord, and the placenta dies. The monster’s head is cut off.

The he-goats with golden horns are mentioned because they are instrumental to the quest. The Æsir are there to get a new cauldron for themselves. A new womb that can bring them back to live. They travel to Hymir because he has such a cauldron, but also the very important he-goats with golden horns in his hall. The he-goats are the absolutely necessary adrenaline, Cernunnos/Loki/Pan, as talked about in «Paganism Explained Part III».

The other myths where Ásgarðr is (briefly) mentioned talk about Ásgarðr in the same sense: it’s a place the Æsir travel to (from Hel or Jötunnheimr) or from (to go to Hel or Jötunnheimr).

So Ásgarðr is not some “Heavenly realm” in the sky, as proposed by the Christian scholars. It is our own world; the world of those with a breath.

As for the divine homes found inside Ásgarðr, Valhöll is thoroughly described in «Paganism Explained IV». What the other homes are were explained in the book "Sorcery And Religion In Ancient Scandinavia" and will be briefly repeated later in this booklet.
Vanaheimr


Then you have that other world of deities mentioned in the Scandinavian mythology, Vanaheimr, where – according to modern scholars – another race of gods lived; the Vanir.

The Vanir are the twins Freyr and Freyja, and their father Njörðr.

But let us first dissect the term Vanaheimr. Vanir is a plural form of masculine vanr, meaning «water». The feminine form of the term is dís (pluralis dísir), meaning «woman». The latter is also related to the term dýs, meaning «small burial mound».

Heimr means simply «home». So Vanaheimr is «the home of water», related to women and «small burial mounds». Ok.

With all of that in mind, one can easily think of water as amniotic fluid, found in women, when they are pregnant and have a belly looking like a small burial mound. Let us wait a bit with that though.

What about the Vanir/Dísir living there? Who and what are they?

Let us take Freyja first. A deity linked to the Moon and the burial mound, the most beautiful of all the goddesses and the one all the ettins want. Her name means «seed», and the Moon is an obvious metaphor for eggs. So that’s really easy: Freyja is the egg in the woman.

The ettins trying to kidnap her is the endometrium, a carpet of crystallized blood, catching the egg in the womb of the woman. They are «frost ettins» because the blood is crystallized. If the egg is not fertilized they catch and wash the egg out from the womb of the woman – in form of fire ettins ([not crystallized] menstrual blood).

…and yes, this is Jötunnheimr («home of the ettins»). One of the places the deities travel to or from.

Her twin brother is Freyr, whose name also means «seed», and yes, this is the spermatozoid fertilizing the egg. We have it explained rather clearly in Skírnismál where Freyr sends his servant, Skírnir («shining one»), equipped with Freyr’s sword (his manhood), down to Gerð («belt», «equipment»), to propose to her from him. We here see Freyja as Gerð, and yes, she is found in the «belt» area of the woman. She rejects him, but finally accepts when threatened with a magic wand. If she does not accept, she will be washed out with the menstrual blood, by the ettins – as an unfertilized egg.

When Gerð accepts Freyr, he still has to wait for her to marry him for a few days. Perhaps because it takes some time for the spermatozoid to attach itself to the egg.

Their father, Njörðr, is the deity of the fertile sea, the amniotic fluid, where the fertilized egg grows into a human being. His ship is the placenta, that they ride in the «sea».

So whilst Ásgarðr is the world of the living, Vanaheimr is the womb of the woman, when she is pregnant.
The Æsir-Vanir War


Now that we understand that Ásgarðr is the world of the living and Vanaheimr is the womb of the woman, then how can we explain the mythic war between the Æsir and the Vanir?

What we have commonly learnt, from scholars, is that this describes a meeting of different races of gods, and that they entered a multicultural mode and ended up in a harmonious race-mixed society. Or we have learnt that this describes how a feminine fertility cult in the Germanic area was invaded by a more aggressive and manly warrior cult, and of that this is supported by the Indo-European invasion hypothesis. Or the other way around, that this supports this hypothesis.

The first of these hypotheses is just a wild speculation intended to support (and motivated by) modern anti-European lie-propaganda. There is no evidence whatsoever to support this hypothesis. On the contrary; we see a continuous tradition in the Germanic area from the Stone Age.

The same fact disproves the Indo-European hypothesis, as this too suggests that some sort of different cult came to the Germanic area and either replaced their tradition or at least dramatically changed it. No such replacement or change has occurred. The only change we see is that I already spoke of above with the introduction of agriculture, in the Neolithic Age, several thousand years before any Indo-Europeans arrived in Scandinavia (according to scholars). Even in the Neolithic Age nothing was really changed, save the anthropomorphizing of spirits. This was only an addition, and a continuation of the same.

So the Indo-European hypothesis too is simply not true.

Further, I am rather surprised by the lack of reasoning in the scholars who propose this, as the war between the Æsir and Vanir ends in a tie, because none of them are strong enough to win. Why would a manly warrior cult not be strong enough to win over a feminine fertility cult?! Knowing that the Æsir are numerically vastly superior to the Vanir makes this even more absurd. This makes no sense.

Their motivation for claiming this has nothing to do with the evidence provided to them. This is just what some of them want to be true, because they need support for their horribly lacking “Indo-European invasion” hypothesis.

So I will adamantly claim that both the above mentioned hypothesis are wrong and disproven.

Then we move on to the next stage, and where we can explain what the Æsir-Vanir war was all about.

Let me first remind you about what happened in that war:

Óðinn led an army of Æsir to attack the Vanir, and initiated the battle by casting his spear upon the enemies, but the Vanir were well prepared for an attack. None of them achieved victory, so they agreed to establish a truce and exchange hostages. The Vanir sent the wealthy Njörðr to the Æsir, and the Æsir sent the large and handsome Hønir and the wise Mímir to the Vanir.

The Vanir made Hønir their chieftain, but unless Mímir was there with him, he was rather useless, and only said; “let somebody else decide.” The Vanir felt cheated. They seized Mímir, cut his head off and sent it to Ásgarðr. Óðinn took Mímir’s head, embalmed it with herbs and cast spells on it, which gave it the power to speak and tell him secrets.

He then declared the Vanir gods, just like the Æsir.

The «battle» started when Óðinn threw his spear. From «Paganism Explained Part IV» you could learn that his spear is a metaphor for the umbilical cord. There is no «war» in other words. It’s just an army of spermatozoids entering Vanaheimr, fertilizing an egg. Thus the «spear» is attached. When the egg is fertilized, naturally a sea of amniotic fluid (Njörðr) is created by the mother, and the baby (Hønir) and it’s twin, the placenta (Mímir), enter Vanaheimr.

Before we continue, let us examine the names, and also remember that Hønir and Mímir are also known as Víli and Véi respectively, the brothers of Óðinn.

Hønir means “give sign”.
Vílir means “will”.
Mímir means “reminiscence”.
Véi means “sacred”.

The rather simple-minded baby does indeed «give sign» when it wills, when it is ready to be born; it knocks its head on the cervix of the mother, to signal that it is ready to be born. There is little more to say about that.

But the case of Mímir is much more complex. Let me explain.

As said before, in this series, and as explained in «The Secret of the She-Bear», the placenta is the sum of the forebears, or rather all the forebears at once. It transfers memories («reminiscence») of previous lives via the umbilical cord, the well of Mímir, to the fetus, to Hønir. It educates the child even before it is born. When the Vanir cuts his head off, it means simply that the child is born, and naturally the umbilical cord is cut. The head of Mímir too is sent back to Ásgarðr, the world of the living.

Interestingly though, Óðinn preserves this sacred head, the placenta, to learn from it. And yes, you can learn a lot from studying the placenta. Unfortunately, this is an art that was lost to us, during and after the Renaissance, when the Judeo-Christians persecuted and murdered our midwives (whom they called “witches”).

The midwives, known from mythology as the Norns, studied the placenta, and could tell from its shape, size and other properties about the fate of the person it had «educated» in a womb. Funnily enough, modern science has begun to re-discover this lost art, and recognizes today that you can estimate risks for future medical problems in a child by studying his placenta.

The mythic «war» between the Æsir and the Vanir is the process of impregnation, pregnancy and also birth. There you go.
The Nine Worlds of Hel


There is a common misconception that Ásgarðr, Vanaheimr and other worlds too are names for the different nine worlds, but this is not true. The nine worlds are mentioned in Völuspá, but they are not named. So regardless of what some people claim about this, we simply don’t know their names. In fact, from what we know, they don’t have any names.

2.
Ek man jötna
ár of borna,
þá er forðum mik
fædda höfðu;
níu man ek heima,
níu íviðjur,
mjötvið mæran
fyr mold neðan.

2.
I remember ettins,
age old,
who fed me
ages ago,
nine worlds I remember,
nine in-woods,
famous destiny-tree
below the earth.

As I explained in "Sorcery And Religion In Ancient Scandinavia", a divine home, a world does not need to be a geographical location, but can perfectly well be a time period. Like a month. Every month of the ancient Scandinavian calendar was named as one of the homes of the deities. There are 13 of them, each with 4 weeks, making up 364 days, and then we have New Year’s Day in addition to that, which lasts for 2 days every leap year. And yes, this was not their only calendar. They also had a 12-month solar calendar and they used both.

Now, let us return to the second stanza of Völuspá. Knowing that a world can be a month will allow us to understand what the stanza tells us:

The child remembers nine worlds, that is months, in the womb of the mother, as it developed and grew (built nine in-woods) whilst hanging in the famous world tree, as described in «Paganism Explained Part IV», in the womb (below the earth). These nine months can be any of the months of the calendar, as women don’t all become pregnant at the same time, so you cannot name them in a myth.

This explains why age old ettins fed her. The placenta is a monster to the mother of the child, feeding on her, so that it can feed the child. Since it is also the sum of your forebears, it is indeed age-old.

The nine worlds are also mentioned in Vafþruðnismál:

43.
Frá jötna rúnum
ok allra goða
ek kann segja satt,
því at hvern hef ek
heim of komit;
níu kom ek heima
fyr niflhel neðan;
hinig deyja ór helju halir.

43.
From the secrets of the ettins
and all gods
I can tell,
because I have been
in all worlds;
in nine worlds I came,
below the hidden fog,
here comes the dead from the hidden halls.

Yes, he knows the secrets, because he has been educated for nine months in the womb of the mother, by Mímir, the placenta. It reminded him of all his previous lives.

As he is born, the dead come, the forebears, from the hidden halls. They are in him. They are him. He has become them. See «Paganism Explained Part IV».

No, the nine worlds are not named. They don’t need to be.
Hel


Hel? You see no mention of it here. You want me to talk about Hel too, whilst we are on the subject of worlds in Scandinavian mythology? Okay, I will.

Hel derives from a PIE root *cel-/*kel-, that means «conceal» or «hidden». The term «hall» too derives from this; it conceals/hides what is inside. Again we have a reference to the womb of the mother, a hidden world – from whence all the dead come. When they are re-born in you.

hinig deyja ór helju halir
(“here comes the dead from the hidden halls”)

After nine months, that is…

In «Paganism Explained Part IV» I show you how Valhöll too is a name for the womb, and it is tempting to suggest that all references to «hall» in the mythology is a reference to the womb of the mother.

Note that the burial mound is a symbolic womb of the mother, a symbolic Hel, and that when the dead are laid to rest there, they are because they are assumed to return to life. But only the honorable were buried that way. The men who had won good Hamingja in life.

Others were not buried like that, because they were not deemed worthy of a return to life, or at least they were not promoted to be chosen for rebirth like that. Some, those they deemed to be “degenerates”, where according to Cornelius Tacitus in his «Germania» instead executed and thrown into bogs, where “nothing” grows and where nothing can be easily recovered. They wanted to get rid of them and also to make sure they never returned to life.

In this we see a type of natural morality. They had a strong desire to promote the honorable and remove the degenerate. The execution of the degenerate was not a punishment as such, but simply a way to do what is right; get rid of it.

And speaking of the mysterious Hel, we should continue on that track, and enter the mysterious realm of fairy tales. Let’s explain a fairy tale here and now!
The Seventh Father in the House


Once upon a time a man was travelling. After long he came to a big and beautiful farm, with a mansion so magnificent it could well have been a small castle. “It will be nice to get some rest here”, he said to himself when he had come inside the gate in the surrounding fence. Close by an old man with gray beard and hair was chopping wood.

“Good evening, father”, the traveller said, “can I stay in your house tonight?”

“I am not the father in the house”, the old man said, “go inside to the kitchen, and talk to my father!”

The traveller went inside to the kitchen, and there he met a man even older, sitting on his knees in front of the fire place, blowing on the heat (fire-place).

“Good evening, father, can I stay in your house tonight?” the traveller said.

“I am not the father in the house”, the old man said, “go inside and talk to my father, he sits by the table in the living room!”

The traveller went to the living room and spoke to the man sitting at the table. He was much older than both the others, and he sat there, shivering and shaking, his teeth chattering, and was reading in a large book, almost like a little child.

“Good evening, father, can I stay in your house tonight?” the traveller said.

“I am not the father in the house”, the old man said, “go and talk to my father, he sits inside the bench!” said the man who sat there, shivering and shaking, with teeth chattering.

The traveller then went to the man who sat inside the bench, who was about to prepare tobacco for his pipe, but he was so huddled up and his hands shook so much that he had problems holding on to the pipe.

“Good evening, father”, the traveller said again. “Can I stay in your house tonight?”

“I am not the father in the house”, the old huddled up guy said, “go and talk to my father, he lies in the bed!”

The traveller went to the bed, and there he found an old, old man, whose only signs of life were a pair of big eyes. “Good evening, father, can I stay in your house tonight?” the traveller said.

“I am not the father in the house”, the old man with the big eyes said, “go and talk to my father, he lies in the crib!”

Yes, the traveller went to the crib, and there he found an exceedingly old man, so huddled up that he was no bigger than an infant, and he could not detect any life in him, other than some sounds coming from his throat every now and then.

“Good evening, father, can I stay in your house tonight?” the traveller said.

A long time passed before he received an answer, and even longer it took for him to finish his answer, but he said like the others, that he was not the father, “but talk to my father, he hangs in the horn on the wall.”

The traveller stared up at the wall, and finally he spotted the horn, but when he looked at the man hanging in it, it was not much more to look at than a white spot resembling a human face.

He then became so afraid that he screamed out: “Good evening, father, can I stay in your house tonight?”

A squeaking sound much like that from a great titmouse could be heard, and he could barely tell that it was supposed to be the same as: “Yes, my child!”

And then a table with all the most precious dishes and with beer and booze came in, and when he had eaten and drinked, a good bed with reindeer calf skin came in, and the traveller was very happy that he after much time had found the right father in the house.
***


As you can already imagine, this is about reincarnation again. The seven fathers represent the first seven years of life, when we go through a dramatic change and end up in the age of reason. The traveller is a child of age seven finding back to himself.

The purpose of the reincarnation ritual is to recapitulate what has happened to you the first seven years of life. So the traveller arrives to see the youngest of the seven fathers, himself at age seven, cutting the umbilical cord outside the house, with an axe, and being reborn as one of his ancestors.

He then goes back in time and enters the house (womb) to find back to who he is and to be accepted as himself: as the reincarnated ancestor. The purpose is to become aware of himself and who he is.

He only realizes who he is after talking to the seventh father, who tells him: “Yes, my child”, instead of the normal “talk to my father.” Only then does he become aware of himself and who he is.

The drinking horn on the wall is the «holy grail», the placenta, giving blood to (feeding) the fetus in the womb. The seventh father is the traveller himself as a fetus and the ancestor in the placenta transferring the Hamingja to him.

The first seven years of life he doesn’t know who he is, but when he goes through the reincarnation ritual this changes, and he becomes aware of who he is. He has been his ancestor all the time, but only now he knows. Only now he is aware of it. He is finally really reborn. Reincarnated.
Butter-Goat


Once upon a time a woman sat and baked. She had a small boy who was thick and fat, and who very much wanted good food, and therefore she called him Butter-Goat, and she had a dog called Golden-Tooth. Suddenly the dog started to bark.

“Run out, my Butter-Goat” the woman said, “and have a look at who Golden-Tooth barks at.”

The boy ran out, came back in and said: “Oh dear god, a big and long burrow-woman is coming, carrying her own head under the arm and with a sack on her back.”

“Run under the baking table and hide,” his mother told him.

The large troll entered.

“Good day!” she said.

“God bless!” said Butter-Goat’s mother.

“Isn’t Butter-Goat home today?” the troll asked.

“No, he is out in the forest hunting grouse with his father,” the mother replied.

“What a troll that was, then!” said the burrow-woman, “because I had such a nice little silver knife that I wanted to give him.”

“Peep, peep! Here I am!” said Butter-Goat under the baking table.

“I am so old and my back is so stiff,” the troll said. “You should jump into my sack and pick it up yourself.”

Once Butter-Goat had entered deep and well into the sack, the troll slung it on her back and went out the door. But after they had left a stretch behind them the troll got tired and asked: “How far is it to home?”

“Half a quarter (of a Norwegian mile)”, Butter-Goat answered.

Then the troll put down the sack by the road and went through the copsewood on her own and lay down to sleep. In the meanwhile, Butter-Goat saw his chance, took his knife, cut a hole in the sack and escaped. He placed a large pine root in the sack in his place, and hurried back to his mother. When the troll came home and saw what she had in her sack she became very angry.

The day after the women was baking again. Suddenly the dog started to bark.

“Run out, my Butter-Goat” the woman said, “and have a look at who Golden-Tooth barks at.”

The boy ran out, came back in and said: “Oh no, oh no, that ugly beast!” Butter-Goat said. “She returns with her head under the arm and a big sack on her back.”

“Run under the baking table and hide,” his mother told him.

The large troll entered.

“Good day!” she said, “is Butter-Goat home today?”.

“No, he is out in the forest hunting grouse with his father,” the mother replied.

“What a troll that was, then!” said the burrow-woman, “because I had such a nice little silver fork that I wanted to give him.”

“Peep, peep! Here I am!” said Butter-Goat and came out from his hiding-place.

“I am so old and my back is so stiff,” the troll said. “You should jump into my sack and pick it up yourself.”

Once Butter-Goat had entered deep and well into the sack, the troll slung it on her back and went out the door. But after they had left a stretch behind them the troll got tired and asked: “How far is it to home?”

“Half a (Norwegian) mile”, Butter-Goat answered.

Then the troll put down the sack by the road and climbed up through the woods on her own and lay down to sleep. Whilst the troll did that Butter-Goat cut a hole in the sack and when he had escaped he placed a large rock in the sack. When the troll came home she kindled a fire in the fireplace and put a large cauldron on the fire and was about to boil Butter-Goat. But when she took the sack and was about to put Butter-Goat in the cauldron the rock fell out and knocked a hole in the cauldron, so that the water ran out and put the fire out. The troll became very angry and said: “Even if he makes himself as heavy as he can, I will trick him anyhow.”

The third day it went the same way. Golden-Tooth barked and Butter-Goat’s mother said:

“Run out, my Butter-Goat” the woman said, “and have a look at who Golden-Tooth barks at.”

The boy ran out, came back in and said: “Oh dear, the troll is back, carrying her own head under the arm and with a sack on her back.”

“Run under the baking table and hide,” his mother told him.

“Good day!” the troll said, and entered, “is Butter-Goat home today?”

“No, he is out in the forest hunting grouse with his father,” the mother replied.

“What a troll that was, then!” said the burrow-woman, “because I had such a nice little silver spoon that I wanted to give him.”

“Peep, peep! Here I am!” said Butter-Goat and emerged from under the baking-table.

“I am so old and my back is so stiff,” the troll said. “You should jump into my sack and pick it up yourself.”

Once Butter-Goat had entered deep and well into the sack, the troll slung it on her back and went out the door. This time she didn’t leave the sack alone and went to sleep, but instead went straight home with Butter-Goat in the sack. When they came home it was Sunday.

Then troll then said to her daughter: “Now you take Butter-Goat and butcher him and boil him and make a soup and have it ready until I return. I will go to church and ask others to join us for a feast.”

When the troll had left the daughter was about to take Butter-Goat and butcher him, but she didn’t really know how to.

“Wait, I will show you how to do that,” Butter-Goat said. “Put your head on the stool, and you will see.”

She did, poor her, and Butter-Goat took the axe and cut her head off as if she was a chicken. Then he puts the head in the bed and the rest of her corpse in the cauldron and made a soup. When he had done that he crawled up over the door and brought the pine root and the rock, and put one over the door and the other on the shelf above the fireplace.

When people came home from church and saw the head in the bed they thought that the daughter was sleeping, and they went over to the soup.

“Tastes good, Butter-Goat soup!” the woman said.

“Tastes good, daughter-soup!” said Butter-Goat. But they didn’t listen.

The burrow-troll took the spoon and was about to taste.

“Tastes good, Butter-Goat soup!” he said.

“Tastes good, daughter-soup!” said Butter-Goat from the chimney above the fireplace.

They started to wonder, who was speaking, and wanted to go outside and have a look. But when they came out the door Butter-Goat threw the pine root and the rock on their heads and beat them to death. Then he took all the gold and silver in the house, and that made him very rich, and he travelled home to his mother.
***


At this point I am tempted to say: Vituð ér enn eða hvat? (“Do you still don’t know enough or what?”) You should be able to see the pattern by now, really. The tale is so clear and easy to interpret that I am tempted not to even explain anything.

Let us go through this together anyhow, though. If nothing else to make you understand that you were not wrong, and understood it correctly.

The woman who sat and baked is a pregnant woman. He small boy, who is thick and fat, is her baby in the womb. Therefore, he loves good food. Babies greedily feeds on their mothers whilst in the womb, via the placenta.

Let us first explain why there is a dog called Golden-Tooth. At age seven you start to lose your milk teeth. You place the fallen tooth in a container, and the next day there is a piece of gold there instead. That is: as you age and the ancestor in you comes to the surface (the adult teeth), you become wiser («wisdom is worth more than gold»). It’s a dog in the fairy tales, because the dog (and wolf) is a metaphor for the reproductive organ of the woman. This is where you need to go to be reborn.

Notice also the fact that the dog is called by a name that we also know the deity Heimdalr as: Gullintanni (“Golden-Tooth”). He is by chance the guardian of the bridge leading to and from Ásgarðr.

When the dog starts to bark, it means that this is the moment the mother becomes pregnant.

The big and long burrow-woman is the foster mother, the She-Bear of the grave. Hence the description of her as big and long and a burrow-woman. The head she carries under her arm is Mímir, the placenta-ancestor.

The silver knife she brings is the key he needs to get out. It’s one of the items he used to own in previous lives. It’s there to help him remember and to reincarnate. It is a silver knife because it also shows us that he no longer breast feeds. He can eat real food. He has become seven years old.

She puts him in a sack, a metaphor for the womb, and carries him a distance. But she leaves him. She is the woman seeking solitude during birth, and he uses the key given to him to escape her womb. He leaves behind the placenta, the tree root, and is reborn. The first part of the reincarnation ritual has been completed.

He needs to go through three rebirths though. So the She-Bear returns, and the same happens again. The next time it’s a silver fork, with the same function and purpose as the silver knife. The same happens again, only this time he leaves a rock in the sack. The rock is a petrified placenta.

When the burrow-woman returns home the rock knocks a hole in her cauldron and puts out the fire. Indeed, if the placenta becomes petrified the blood (fire) will stop running. This is a symbol of her placenta getting too old, signaling that it’s time for the child to be born. Therefore, it knocks a hole in her cauldron (womb). The second part of the reincarnation ritual has been completed.

I can add that a placenta will indeed turn to stone if it gets too old, it petrifies (yes, a pre-warning of a future Paganism Explained book about the Medusa…).

He needs to go through three rebirths though. Yes, like in all other fairy tales too. So the She-Bear returns, and the same happens again. The next time it’s a silver spoon, with the same function and purpose as the silver knife and the silver fork.

This time she brings him home. Her home is another metaphor for the womb, and she brings him home to show us that he has gone further in the reincarnation ritual. It’s a Sunday, because he is born on this day. He sees the Sun on the seventh day – at age seven.

In Scandinavia the week starts on the Monday, and ends on the Sunday. So yes, the Sunday is the seventh day of the week.

Her daughter is his twin. The burrow-woman is his mother, and if her daughter is in her womb (house) at the same time as Butter-Goat, she necessarily has to be his twin sister. Like in other myths, the twin is always a metaphor for the placenta.

The mother tells her daughter to prepare the child for birth, which is of course what the placenta does, in the womb – during pregnancy. It feeds and prepares the child.

The church in this fairy tale is a modern addition, possibly added to make it possible to tell the fairy tale in Christian times, and it is a metaphor for the burial mound. Like in the church (with a grave yard), you will find sacred relics in the burial mound. The burrow… So the burrow-woman goes to collect the sacred object whom her forebears owned, to bring them home – to bring the memories of the forebears home, and thus bring them home. In the Stone Age this would have been a cave, and the burrow-woman a She-Bear. She enters the realm of death, to gather the dead. The feast she talks about is Butter-Goat’s birth – and the re-birth of the forebears.

In every fairy tale with a child, the child is always very naive and ignorant in the beginning, and the troll is wise and smart. But with time, as Mímir (the placenta) transfers memories to the child the situation is reversed, and the child becomes wise and the troll stupid. Thus the daughter, his twin, the placenta, when he is about to be born, suddenly doesn’t know anymore what to do. But he does. He tricks her into putting her head on the stool, to show her how to butcher him, and instead cuts her head off. He is born and the umbilical cord, connecting him to the placenta, is cut.

The detail “cut her head off as if she was a chicken” is not by chance, of course. This shows the bird as a metaphor for the womb with the placenta. The neck is the umbilical cord, and the wings the amniotic bag. Therefore, many eat a bird (originally with a long neck) for dinner on the Yule eve (or you eat a pig, a metaphor for the same).

When the burrow-troll returns with the ancestors, Butter-Goat is still in the womb of the mother. The placenta is seemingly sleeping in the bed (the womb) and the soup is the amniotic fluid. This is the moment the child signals to the mother that it is ready to be born. He crawls up over the door and also the chimney. He places the pine root and the rock over the fireplace and the door, because both the pine root and the rock are metaphors for the placenta, and both the door and the fireplace with a chimney above it are metaphors for the vagina. This is where the child exits the womb.

The talk about the soup is the child communicating with the mother that it is ready to be born. When they go outside the door we see that all of a sudden Butter-Goat is in the chimney and above the door at the same time. Yes, because they are both the same thing. When he casts down the pine root and the rock, both symbols of the placenta, he is born. The mother no longer carries him, so her role as a bearer (a She-Bear) is terminated. The foster mother, the She-Bear, helping him reincarnate spiritually, likewise is no longer needed and her role is terminated. The ancestors are no longer in the placenta, but have been transferred to him. They are dead, but at the same time reborn in him. He has become them. They have become him. He has been given to himself. He has become his reincarnated forebears.

This is the reason why he can take all the gold and silver from the house. These are precious metals, in the case of gold non-corroding and eternal – just like the memories of the ancestors.

The third and final part of the reincarnation ritual has been completed and has made him spiritually rich, with the ancestors in him.
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